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f.o.b.  Windsor,  Ont. 
Complete  and  ready 
to  install  in  any 
standard   ice-box 


Putting  Sceomotuc  in 
Thousands  of  Homes 

Public  desire  for  improved  methods  of  cooling  food-stuffs 
has  created  a  demand  for  electrical  refrigeration.  The 
Ice-O-Matic  Refrigerating  Unit  is  the  latest  development 
in  this  field. 

Ice-O-Matic  has  many  exclusive,  patented  features,  the 
greatest  of  which  is  "Alcoid,"  a  new  and  distinctly  better 
refrigerating  chemical  with — eight  great  advantages. 

The  Ice-O-Matic  Refrigerating  Unit  is  easy  to  install.  It 
will  fit  any  standard  ice-box.  The  mechanical  unit  can  be 
placed  in  the  basement.  The  entire  installation  can  be 
completed  usually  in  an  hour. 

Ice-O-Matic  has  been  perfected  after  years  of  research. 
Now  it  is  ready  for  use — by  you.  Ask  for  your  copy  of 
"Cold  Fads  and  Figures"  which  gives  full  information. 


Goblin 


Why  Wait  till  You're  Forty  to  Grasp  Success? 

THERE  is  a  fortune  in  the  air    and  you,  young   as  Throw  off  the  last  fetters  of  mediocrity,  step  out 

you  are,  can  grasp  it  and  turn  its  vast  resources      and   take  a  leader's  place  in   the  greatest  and  most 
into  a  wonderful  future  for  yourself.  attractive  industry  the  world  has  ever  known. 

COMMERCIAL    AVIATION 

WE  ourselves  realize  the  enormous  possibilities  for  the  future,  and  have 
equipped  our  school  to  give  you  such  a  rigidly  thorough  training  in 
every  phase  of  aviation  that  each  student  graduates  fully  capable  of  taking 
up,  with  expert  knowledge,  any  position  in  the  entire  industry. 

OUR  OWN  FREE  BOOKLET  TELLS  THE  STORY 


CANADIAN   SCHOOL   OF  AVIATION 

304  STAIR  BLDG.,  TORONTO 

Dear  Sirs: 

Kindly   send  immediately  your  free  booklet  on  Commercial  Aviation.      It   is  understood   that   this   request   places  me 
under  no  obligation, 

NAME 


ST.  ADDRESS CITY 


Goblin 
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Your  home  at  Christmas  is  your  world.     Bring  joy  to  it  by  making 
the  family  gift  a  Westinghouse  Radiola. 


[  Bands 

MUSIC  jg^"™ 

f  Choirs 
SONG     {  Choruses 
Soloists 


Sermons 

ADDRESS  \  £o/£!ca'     • 

[  Public  Affairs 

{ Market  Quotations 
INSTRUCTION     Weather  Reports 
[  Household  Helps 


No  one  Christmas  Present  can  possibly  equal  a  Westinghouse  Radiola 
Set  or  Radiola  in  entertainment,  enjoyment  or  instruction. 

2,   3,   4,    5-tube  and  8-tube  Superheterodyne,   5-tube  Single  Drum 
Control,  Batteryless  Set,  Cone  Type  Loud  Speaker  and  Radiotrons. 

See  the  Westinghouse  Dealer 
CANADIAN  WESTINGHOUSE  CO.,  Limited 

HAMILTON,  ONTARIO 
Sales  Offices  in  the  Principal  Canadian  Cities 

Westinghouse 
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Santa  Claus 

In  innocence  I  thought  I  was  the  one 

Who  filled  the  stockings  by  the  ember's  glow, 

Because,  when  all  the  Christmas  tales  were  done, 

And  moonlight  lay  upon  the  silent  snow, 

When  little  fingers  on  the  coverlet, 

Were  still,  the  stockings  I  had  taken, 

With  toys  and  candies  each  had  filled  and  met, 

No  person  there,  heard  none  awaken, 

"My  gifts,"  I  fancied  as  to  bed  I  crept. 

Oh,  thinking  so  I  made  a  foolish  blunder, 

For  in  the  morn,  twas  found  that  while  I  slept, 

Someone  had  filled  each  tiny  sock  with  wonder! 

— Stephen    Moon. 

*        *        * 

The  Perfect  Christmas 

It  was  Christmas  Eve  in  the  great  hall  of  the 
wealthy  and  conservative  club.  Outside  a  light 
flurry  of  snow  gave  an  atmosphere  of  gaiety  to  the 
ever-changing   scene   of   jolly    passers-by.     The   Sal- 


vation Army  lassie  on  the  corner  rang  her  bell  happily 
as  the  coins  jingled  into  the  heavy  pot.  Every- 
where was  a  kaleidoscope  of  colour,  of  parcels  tied 
with  bright  ribbon,  holly,  laughing  faces,  friendly 
greetings  in  the  irresistible  atmosphere  of  merry  old 
Saint  Nick.  While  thousands  of  homes  were  ringing 
with  children's  laughter,  the  great  hall  of  the  club 
heard  only  the  monotonous  ticking  of  the  tall  clock 
by  the  staircase.  In  a  great  chair  before  the  dying 
fire    sat — you    will    be  glad   to  know,   dear  reader — 

not  a  soul. 

*        *        * 

Time  Flies 

As  they  trod  o'er  the  bald  man's  pate, 

Said  the  old  fly  to  his  son : 
"I   remember  way  back  in  nineteen  eight 
This  wide  smooth  plain  was  a  forest  great 

With  a  path  where  I  used  to  run." 

—R.D.L. 
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The  Girl:   "Was  your  /adder  out  last  night?" 

The  Boy:  "Nah.     Why?" 

The  Girl:  "Somebody  stole  our  Christmas  turkey." 
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Professor  to  class:   "It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  see  your  shining 
faces  here  this  morning." 

Co-Ed:   "Shining  faces!     Good  grief !      Where's  my  powder  puff?" 


Discovered 

"I  want  a  package  of  Aunt 
Jerusha's    Rolled    Wheat." 

"Here  it  is,  madam." 

"This  isn't  what  I  want.  This 
is  'Uncle  Josh's  Cereal   Food." 

"Yes,  ma'am.  It's  exactly  the 
same  thing.  Uncle  Josh  is  Aunt 
Jerusha's  other  name." 

"Who  is  Aunt  Jerusha,  anyhow? 

"Aunt  Jerusha  is  a  couple  of 
old       millionaire       bachelors        in 

Michigan!" 

*        *        * 

Too  Much 

Down  in  Texas,  the  short  cotton 
crop  forced  a  large  number  of 
country  negroes  to  the  city.  One 
of  these  applied  for  a  job  at  an 
employment  agency. 

"There's  a  job  open  at  the  Eagle 
laundry,"  he  was  told.    "Want  it?" 

The  applicant  shifted  uneasily 
from  one  foot  to  the  other.  "1  sure 
wants  a  job  mighty  bad,  but  de 
fack  is,  I  ain't  never  washed  a 
eagle." 


Amphibious 

"If  Congress  will  tread  softly 
and  keep  an  even  keel,  the  happy 
condition  promises  to  be  per- 
manent." —Dayton  (Ohio) 
March  on,  0  Ship  of  State! 

Refreshing 

"A  sign  is  now  being  built  by 
the  bureau  55  feet  by  3'/2  feet 
inscribed,  Charleston  Welcomes 
You  to  be  hung  from  the  steel 
girders  inside  the  gates  at  the 
union     station." 

—  Charleston     (S.C.)    News    and 

Courier. 

The  inevitable  reaction  to  Rotari- 

anism. 

#      *      # 

Tack  Heed,  Children 

Little    Willie,    acting    cute, 
Put    a    tack  in  daddy's  boot. 

Now  Little  Willie's  out  of  joint, 
For    daddy    couldn't     see    the 
point. 


An  Old  House 

Up  those  steps 

On  New   Year's  Day 
All  the  young  bloods 

Came  to  pay 
Their  New   Year's  call. 

In  a  gallant  line. 

In  eighteen  hundred 

And  eighty-nine. 

And  eyes  peeked  out 

That  window  to  see 
Who  should  be  coming 

In  to  tea. 
And  giggles  and  titters 

Behind  the  sash 
Greeted  the  swain 

Of  the  grand  mustache. 

Oh,  time  has  flown 

Since  the  gay  lost  years, 
But  old  Miss  Parkins 

Claims  she  hears 
The  New  Year's  line 

On  the  front  steps  yet.  .  . 
And  something  jiggled. 

The  "Rooms  to  Let." 

—J.  E.  McD. 
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The  Castaway.  'Curses/  Hi's  a  case   of 
toothpicks.  ' 
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Dear  Cousin  Anne: 

Thank  you  so  much 
for  sending  me  that 
lovely  present.  Mother 
says  it's  a  hair  ribbon 
and  you  used  to  give 
them  to  her  when  she 
was  my  age.  I  hope 
you  had  a  lovely  Xmas. 
I  had  a  lovely  one  and 
got  some  lovely  things. 
With  love  from 

Mary. 


Thank  You  Ever  So  Much! 


Drawings  by  A.B.  SAWTELLE 


Dear  Cousin 
Mahetibcl: 
It    certainly    was 
decent  of  you  to  re- 
memb  er     me     at 
Christmas,    and 
what  a  jolly  tie  you 
sent  me!     How  did 
you  guess  that  pink  and  orange  and  green 
were  my  favorite  colors 


}) 


Dear  Uncle  Ezra: 

Thank  y°u  for  sending  me  a  sub- 
scription to  the  "Spirit  of  Missions.'' 
Am  having  some  hot  times  this  Xmas. 
Cousin  Jane's  daughter  visiting  us 
now,  and  oh.  sweet  mama!  She's  a 
wow!  Have  a  lot  of  letters  to  write  so 
must  stop.      Well,  so  long. 

Your  grandnepheW, 

Jim. 


Darling  Granny: 

It  was  simply  precious  of  you  to  send  me  that 
lovely  flannel  petticoat.  I  bet  you  made  it  yourself 
and  it  is  exactly  what  I  need.  Christmas  was 
simply  divine  this  year  and  I  got  some  gorgeous 
things.      I  hope  you  had  a  heavenly  time. 

With  oodles  and  oodles  of  love, 

Clarice. 


SI 
My  dear  child: 

It  was  kind  of  you  to  remember  an  old  lady  like 
myself — but  hardly  an  appropriate  gift,  do  you  think? 
Surely  no  respectable  woman  would  wear  such  flimsy 
things.  They  are  not  decent  and  I'm  sure  anyone 
who  wore  them  would  get  pneumonia — and  pink  is  not 
a  proper  color.  Give  my  love  to  your  poor  dear  mother. 
Very  affectionately  yours, 

Cousin  Grace. 
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A  THING  like  the  Imperial  Con- 
ference is  discouraging  to  a 
well-informed  man.  A  well-in- 
formed man  is  an  otherwise  healthy 
person  who  spends  an  hour  a  day 
more  th?n  other  people  believing 
the  newspapers  and  the  newspapers 
have  made  the  Conference  very 
difficult  indeed.  Some  of  them 
have  said  the  thing  is  greater  than 
Magna  Charta,  but  others  with 
just  as  good  comic  strips  say  the 
whole  business  was  a  dud  and  that 
all  this  talk  about  status  is  a  lot 
of  static. 

In  any  case  the  peak  of  the  Con- 
ference seems  to  have  been  the  mat- 
ter of  changing  King  George's  title. 
There  was  some  talk  too  of  chang- 
ing the  governor-general  to  just 
plain  "governor"  but  fortunately 
this  has  turned  out  to  be  an  un- 
founded rumour  springing,  prob- 
ably, from  one  of  those  moments 
of  excessive  agitation  at  the  con- 
ference table. 

But  there  seems  to  be  no  doubt 
about  King  George.  They  are  after 
him.  He  has  always  been  known 
as  king  "of  the  United  Kingdom  of 
Great  Britain  and  Ireland  and  the 
British  dominions  beyond  the  seas" 
and  now  they  are  actually  changing 
it  to  read  king  "of  Great  Britain, 
Ireland  and  the  B.  d.  b.  t.  s." 

The  excitement  over  this  is 
terrible.  For  example,  the  mo- 
ment she  read  these  words  out  in 
Calgary  Mrs.  Nellie  McClung  got 
a  reporter  and  exclaimed  to  him: 
"There  will  be  nothing  but  rejoic- 
ing in  Canada  and  won't  King 
George  be  a  proud  man  this  day? 
We  have  known  for  some  time — 
haven't  our  politicians  said  so? — 
that  we  had  equality  of  status  but 
we  are  glad  to  know  that  it  is 
recognized  and  that  the  whole 
world  is  informed  in  this  tactful 
way." 

This  enthusiasm  of  the  good 
Mrs.  McClung  was  at  once  flashed 
by  telegraph  from  Calgary  for  the 
benefit  of  Toronto  newspaper  read- 


By  CHARLES  FINING 

ers  and  for  all  I  know  may  have 
gone  all  over  Canada.  And  isn't 
it  sweet? 

Titles  have  that  peculiar  unset- 
tling effect;  they  make  some  peo- 
ple silly.  The  performance  of 
Marie  and  the  great  American 
public  is  still  too  painful  to  men- 
tion except  as  a  matter  of  general 
illustration.  The  visit  of  the 
Willingdons  to  Toronto  last  month 
demonstrated  the  same  process  to 
a  less  degree.  Mr.  Willingdon 
could  have  blown  his  nose  or  lit  a 
cigarette  without  particular  ex- 
citement on  the  part  of  his  spectat- 
ors and  Mrs.  Willingdon  could 
probably  have  said  "You  have  a 
nice  view  here,"  with  only  mild 
applause,  but  with  Lord  and  Lady 
Willingdon  it  was  quite  different. 
Oh,  quite.  Those  who  beheld  or 
overheard  the  above-mentioned 
aristocratic  phenomena  were 
moved  to  peculiar  emotions:  "Why, 
there  is  Lord  Willingdon;  he  uses 
a  handkerchief  and  lights  a  cigar- 
ette just  the  same  as  I  do.  Ima- 
gine. He's  a  lord  but  he  doesn't 
seem  to  put  on  any  dog  about  it. 
No.  sir,  he  breathes  and  every- 
thing, just  like  One  of  Us."  "And 
dear   Lady   Willingdon.      Did  you 
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notice  her  notice  the  view?  And 
did  you  hear  her  say  that?  Just 
the  way  anyone  might  say  it,  my 
dear.     So  sweet  and  unaffected." 

This  transformation  of  ordinary 
things  to  extraordinary,  when  they 
are  done  by  persons  from  whom 
less  is  expected  was  a  common 
thing  in  the  army.  An  infantry 
private  could  stay  out  all  week 
under  shell  fire  without  exciting 
any  interest  at  staff  headquarters 
but  let  a  Service  Corps  driver  have 
a  crump  come  somewhere  near  his 
lorry  or  a  signaller  have  to  splice 
a  line  with  whizzbangs  swishing 
and  they  are  both  heroes.  They 
have  done  something  not  quite 
expected  of  them  and  the  poor 
fellows  are  likely  to  be  given 
medals  if  they  are  not  more  careful. 

We  still  do  it.  It  is  the  same 
mental  process  which  makes  one 
regard  Sir  Joseph  Flavelle  with 
astonishment  and  new  warmth 
when  one  finds  him  standing  up  at 
the  counter  in  Bowles'  eating  a 
baked  apple.  Just  like  any  ordin- 
ary mister.  It  is  the  worst  feature 
of  titles;  they  do  not  make  snobs 
of  their  owners  nearly  as  often  as 
they  make  snobs  of  the  spectators. 
For  that  reason  one  may  wonder 
whether  Mr.  Nickle  and  his  fellow- 
commoners  were  really  very  shrewd 
a  few  years  ago  when  they  en- 
deavored to  preserve  Canada's 
democratic  spirit  by  banning  titles 
for  Canadians.  There  are  no 
titles  in  United  States  and  nowhere 
in  the  world  do  titles  receive  such 
obeisance.  It  might  have  been 
wise  in  Canada  not  to  prohibit 
titles  but  to  make  them  universal. 

Everybody  should  be  given  a 
title,  starting  with  hockey  referees. 
All  hockey  referees  should  be  of 
the  highest  peerage,  dukes  or  lords 
at  least.  There  would  be  an  ad- 
mirably salutary  effect  in  leaning 
over  the  boards  and  screaming,  or 
in  sitting  by  the  radio  and  hearing 
screamed,  words  describing  Lord 
{Continued  on  page  40) 
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Trials  of  other  days:    The  Christmas  dinosaur  often  objected  to  placing  his  head  upon  the  block. 


Relatives 


Cousins 


Uncles 


Cousins  that  are  gentlemen  an*  cousins  that  are  ladies. 
Cousins  that  are  up  in  Heaven,  cousins  down  in  Hades, 
Cousins  that  are  this  an*  that — I  got  a  thousand  more, 
Bummin'  meals  an'  money,  an'  sleepin'  on  the  floor; 
Droppin'  in  to  spend  a  week,  "Can't  you  put  me  up?" 
"Sure,  you  take  the  ostermoor — I'll  go  with  the  pup"; 
Cousins,  cousins,  cousins — I  wisht  I  could  afford 
To  work  at  chokin'  cousins  for  my  room  and  board! 

Aunts 

I  got  an  aunt  in  Africa, 

I  got  an  aunt  in  Spain, 
I  got  an  aunt  in  Jersey, 

And  I  got  an  aunt  in  Maine; 
I  got  'em  here,  I  got  'em  there, 

I  got  'em  thick  as  hives, 
An'  this  is  all  I'm  thankful  for — 

They  ain't  my  wives. 


Some  people's  uncles  is  smart  an"  nice  to  know, 
Some  people's  uncles  will  lend  their  nephews  dough. 
Some  people's  uncles  has  stocks  an'  bonds  to  thumb. 
Every  uncle  I  got's  a  darned  old  bum; 
They  ain't  between  'em  all  got  a  nickel  to  their  name — 
But  if  they  was  to  die,  I'd  be  grateful  just  the  same. 

— Joseph  Schull. 

Fine  Opening  for  Young  Man 

Johnny,  10  years  old,  applied  for  a  job  as  gro- 
cer's boy  for  the  summer.  The  grocer  wanted  a 
serious-minded  youth,  so  he  put  Johnny  to  a  little 
test. 

"Well,  my  boy,  what  would  you  do  with  a  million 
dollars?"  he  asked. 

"Oh,  gee,  I  don't  know — I  wasn't  expecting  so 
much  at  the  start." 


io  C9QLIN 

THE  YARNS  OP  HELL'S   BELLS' ONEIL 


pADET  SMITH, 
*"  "Hell's  Bells." 
inside  dope  on 
holy    and    unholy. 


V.C.,"     says 

"knew      the 

all        things 

Fill    his    glass 


By  James  Warner  Bellah 

How  the  R.A.F.   Was 
Formed 


and  he  would  tell  you  why  Adam 
bit  the  apple  and  how  Noah 
learned  to  navigate. 

"Just  as  if  we  hadn't  enough 
trouble,  one  night  he  gave  us  the 
lowdown  on  how  the  R.A.F.  hap- 
pened to  be  formed. 

''You've  heard  of  the  Navy?" 
he  says,  and  that  ought  to  be 
enough.  But  there  are  navies  and 
navies  and  one  of  them  is  the 
Royal  Navy  which  is  run  by  a  lad 
named  George  Five  who  is  a  fair 
enough  fellow  to  work  for  although 
he  doesn't  pay  high  salaries.  Well, 
it  seems  that  this  here  Royal  Navy 
started  with  the  Flood  and  kept 
going.  God  once  held  a  bosuns 
rating  in  it  but  an  admiral  had 
him  broken  for  back  talk — which 
may  or  may  not  be  sacrilege — 
depending,  of  course,  on  how  you 
feel  about  admirals. 

"'Now  it  seems  that  the  Royal 
Navy  decided   to 


JAMES  WARNER  BELLAH 
He  was  born  in  1899,  of 
Scotch-Irish  parentage.  He 
served  with  the  R.F.C.  and  R.A.F. 
After  the  War  he  spent  a  year 
with  the  Canadian  International 
Paper  Company  on  woods  opera- 
tions in  the  St.  Lawrence  Valley. 
His  recent  story,  "Fear,"  pub- 
lished in  the  "Saturday  Evening 
Post,"  was  selected  by  James  G. 
Dunton  for  "The  Best  War 
Stories  of  1926,"  to  be  published 
by  Small,  Maynard  &  Company. 
Goblin  readers  will  have  the 
pleasure  of  listening  to  the  amus- 
ing yarns  of  "Hell's  Bells"  this 
coming  year.  - — Ed. 


were  a  Second  Lt.,  R.F.C,  your 
equivalent  rating  in  the  Navy 
ranked  you  by  one  full  grade. 
Also  the  Mess  was  divided  into  a 
gun-room  and  a  ward-room.  Lieut- 
enants had  to  eat  in  the  gun-room 


and  were  only  allowed  to  get  drunk 
twice  during  any  one  given  even- 
ing. Furthermore,  if  you  were  in 
the  R.F.C.  (which  was  the  Army), 
you  had  to  stand  up  to  drink  the 
King's  health,  whereas  according 
to  ancient  tradition  the  Navy  re- 
mained seated  and  be  damned  to 
you.  On  the  night  of  the  First  of 
April,  1918,  the  gods  that  sit  in 
London  decided  that  the  R.F.C. 
and  the  R.N.A.S.  should  be  merged 
into  the  Royal  Air  Force,  wear  a 
pink  uniform  and  lie  down  there- 
after, like  the  lion  and  the  lamb,  in 
the  same  gutter. 

"Well,  the  Navy  said  it  would 
be  damned  if  it  did  and  London 
said  it  would  be  damned  if  it 
didn't  and  the  order  went  through. 
At  midnight  it  took  effect. 

'"I  really  think  that  the  O.C.  of 
the  Naval  'drome  I  was  at,  expect- 
ed the  world  to  end  before  mid- 
night. He'd  been  in  the  Navy  for 
twenty  years  and  at  midnight  he 
was  to  be  out  of  it.  He  swore  and 
yelled  and  wept.  He  broke  four 
tables      and      his 


own  right  fist. 
He  called  upon 
the  shades  of 
Lord  Nelson  and 
Sir  Francis  Drake 
to  help  him 
through  the  even- 
ing. 


fly,  so  they 
bought  three 
blimps  and  a 
distillery  in 
Scotland  and  sat 
down  to  table. 
That  was  called 
the  Royal  Naval 
Air  Service  which 
turned  into  one 
of  the  wildest  fly- 
ing outfits  in  the 
world,  although 
they  Would  hang 
on  to  those  blimps. 

'"Now  the  Royal 
Flying  Corps 
never  liked  the 
R.  N.  A.  S.  very 
much  for  several 
reasons.  The 

Navy,  you  see, 
was  the  senior 
service.       If    you   "Nevertheless  the  life  belt  came  and  the  O.C.  strapped  it  around  his  waist."   other  eighty-four 


-<S 


'"Now  this  is 
a  sad  story' — 
Cadet  Smith 

paused  and  reach- 
ed for  the  vino — 
'a  very  sad  story, 
my  friends.  As 
a  matter  of  fact, 
the  O.C.  was  so 
distracted  he 
took  to  drink.  To 
be  exact,  he  took 
to  all  the  drink  in 
sight       and       the 
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flying  officers  stood  behind  him  to 
a  man.  At  ten-thirty  there  was 
no  one  under  the  rank  of  Flight 
Lieutenant  who  could  mutter  or 
lift  an  eyelid,  whereupon  the  sur- 
vivors huddled  together  at  the 
O.C.'s  table  and  wept  into  neat 
brandy.  At  eleven-thirty  there 
were  six  officers  still  drinking  with 
the  O.C.  but  none  of  them  knew 
their  names  nor  what  war  they 
were  in. 

'"On  the  stroke  of  midnight 
the  O.C.  rose  to  his  feet,  whereupon 
three  of  the  last  six  fell  under  the 
table.  "Gemun!"  said  the  O.C, 
"Sdamshame.  Englunspexevman 
dosduty.  Stoordl  Bringmelive- 
belt!" 

"Where  the  steward  got  it 
from  no  one  knows.  It  was  an 
inland  aerodrome.  Nevertheless 
the  life  belt  came  and  the  O.C. 
strapped  it  around  his  waist.  By 
that  time  there  were  only  two 
other  officers  on  their  feet.  To- 
gether the  three  walked  out  of  the 
wardroom  door  and  across  the 
"quarter  deck,"  which  was  a  grass 
plot  in  front  of  the  Ships'  Offices, 
which  were  a  row  of  huts.  On  the 
far  side  of  the  ''quarter  deck"  there 
was  a  lookout  tower  that  mounted 
a  machine  gun  during  air  raids. 
From  somewhere,  the  O.C.  pro- 
duced a  tin  fog-horn  and  started 
up  the  ladder  to  the  tower  with 
the  other  two  behind  him. 

"They  do  say  that  the  old 
Naval  Johnnie,  blotteaux  as  he 
was,  sounded  'Abandon  Ship'  on 
the  fog  horn — but  who  was  left 
sober  enough  to  know  is  not  told. 

"'We  found  him  next  morning 
with  the  other  two.  The  O.C. 
still  had  his  life  belt  on  and  the 
fog  horn  in  his  hand.  All  three  of 
them  were  sound  asleep  on  top  of 
the  tower.  They  had  lashed 
themselves  to  the  machine  gun 
mounting  to  keep  from  being  wash- 
ed overboard  and  they  had  covered 
their  faces  with  the  Union  Jack."' 

"Well,"  says  "Hell's  Bells," 
"fill  'em  up  again  and  I'll  tell  about 
Dizzy  Jones'  court-martial  (in  the 
January  issue). 


Modern 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood:  "Oooo! 
Grandma,  what  a  strange-looking 
face  you  have!" 

The  old  Wolf:  "Yes,  my  dear, 
I  had  it  lifted!" 


Faith 


Just    Girls 

Girls   of    thirteen    who    pretend 

they  are  thirty-five  .  .  .  girls  of 
thirty-five  who  pretend  they  are 
thirteen  .  .  .  .  girls  who  are 
not  understood  ....  girls  who 
are  on  a  diet  .  .  .  girls  who 
devour  everything  in  sight  .... 
girls  who  bedaub  themselves  with 
rouge,  powder  andmas  :aro,  and  then 
wonder  why  men  stare  at  them.  .  . 
girls  who  swear  that  they  will 
never  marry  and  who  elope  the 
following  week  .  .  .  girls  who  tell 
fortunes  .  .  .  girls  who  wear  hats 
that  entirely  hide  their  faces  .  .  . 
girls  who  talk  for  hours  on  the 
telephone  .  .  .  girls  who  can't  be 
heard  on  the  telephone  .  .  .  girls 
who  are  always  losing  their  gloves, 
handbags,  vanity  cases  and  night- 
keys  .  .  .  summer  girls  .  .  .  winter 
girls  .  .  .  modern  girls  .  .  .  bathing 
girls.  .  .and  dancing  girls.  .  .mod- 
ern girls.  .  .old-fashioned  girls.  .  . 
blonde  girls.  .  .brunette  girls.  .  . 
henna-headed  girls.  .  .girls  who 
gush.  .  .girls  who  giggle.  .  .  girls 
who  are  graduated  at  the  head^of 
their  class.  .  .  girls  who  write  "con- 
fessions" .  .  .girls  who  read  them.  . 
girls  you  forget  the  next  moment.  . 
girls  you  can  never  forget. 

—c.as. 

*   *   * 

The  Tiff 

Elsbeth,  think  not  I  quarrel 

From   malice   of  the   mind; 
My  esoteric  motive 

Is  quite  another  kind- 
Delightful  after  peppers 

The   vine's  empurpled  cup; 
Ecstatic  after  quarrel 

The  joy  of  making  up! 

*       *       * 

Salad  Days 

She  carried  a  bouquet  of  Ophelia  roses 
and  sweet  pears.  Miss  Mimmie  Gladys 
Sumner,  of  Lorain,  O.,  attended  the 
bride  as  maid  of  honor,  wearing  a  rope  of 
pearls  and  carrying  a  bouquet  of  salmon, 
roses  and  larkspur. 

Society   Notes    of  Pomeroy    {Ohio) 

Democrat. 

Something      fishy      about      the 

scanty    costume    of    the    maid    of 

honour,    too. 
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Jtterrp  Christmas! 


N 


OW   there's   plum   pudding   on   a   big   platter, 
blazing    with    brandy    and    garnished    with 
holly;  there's  mince  pie,  too  hot  to  eat  right 
'  away;    there's    a    tremendous    turkey    well 

stuffed,  redolent  with  enticing  aroma  as  the  knife 
slips  through  the  crisp  skin;  and  the  wassail  bowl. 
There  are  holly  wreaths  in  the  windows  all  down  the 
street  and  the  greeting  they  extend  to  the  passer-by; 
there's  the  sprig  of  mistletoe  in  the  hall  and  the  half 
shy,  half  brazen  doings  beneath  it;  there's  the 
Christmas  tree  itself,  heavy  with  candles,  with 
angels,  with  tinsel,  with  presents,  with  doo-dabs  and 
glitter.  There's  the  postman  with  his  helpers  and 
the  red  sleigh  he  drives,  and  its  burden,  and  the 
horse's  breath  in  the  crisp  air,  and  the  parcels  from 
Uncle  Fred  and  Aunt  Mary,  and  the  parcels  from 
the  Pennypacks  who  got  only  a  card.  There's 
Christmas  Eve  and  the  fire,  and  the  stockings  and 
their  expectant  emptiness  followed  by  their  bulgy 
mystery;  there  is  the  reading  of  "The  Night  Before 
Christmas"  and  "A  Christmas  Carol";  there's  the 
trying  to  go  to  sleep  and  listen  at  the  same  time  for 
the  hoof  beats  of  the  reindeer  on  the  roof;  there's 
the  ticking  of  the  clock  in  the  hall  in  the  night  and 


the  mysterious  noises  in  the  living-room;  there's  the 
sneaking  down  stairs  in  bare  feet  to  look  at  the  clock 
(half  past  five,  half  past  six,  a  quarter  to  seven,  five 
minutes  to  seven,  seven  o'clock;  no  use  waiting  any 
longer;  he  must  have  been  here  by  now!).  There  are 
the  waits  and  the  carolling,  and  the  walking  home 
from  church,  divine  thoughts  giving  place  to  gusta- 
tory. There  are  the  cards  on  the  mantle,  the  Christ- 
mas callers  and  the  what-did-you-get  and  the  I-got- 
a-such-and-such.  There's  ever  so  much;  There  is, 
for  example,  the  wonder:  the  shepherds  under  the 
stars  and  the  terrible  radiance  of  wings  and  singing, 
the  three  kings,  one  with  a  white  beard  and  sad,  faded 
eyes,  one  with  a  black  beard  and  dark  confident  eyes, 
one  with  no  beard  at  all  and  the  eager  eyes  of  youth; 
there  are  the  three  wise  men  and  the  sloping  gait  of 
their  swift  camels  in  the  oriental  night.  There's  the 
barn  and  the  cattle  and  the  earnest  faces  and  the 
slow  crunching  of  the  great  solemn  cattle.  There  are 
the  millions  of  lights  in  the  millions  of  windows  all 
over  the  world  and  the  moment  when  everyone's 
heart  looks  up  and  follows  the  star.  Oh,  yes,  there  is 
a  great  deal  yet  to  be  said  and  yet  to  be  thought 
about  Christmas! 
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dotage  Canabten 


A  Friendly  Call 

/"\NE  of  the  most  interesting 
items  in  the  news  of  late  is 
the  announcement  that  King 
George  is  soon  to  talk  to  President 
Coolidge  over  the  radiophone.  As 
it  is  likely  that  nobody  will  have 
the  pleasure  of  listening  in,  specu- 
lation is  in  order  as  to  what  the 
Spokesman  for  the  White  House 
will  have  to  say  to  His  Majesty. 
King  George  could  not  possibly 
have  something  urgent  to  call  the 
President  up  about;  it  will  prob- 
ably be  one  of  those  friendly  calls 
which  one  usually  receives  just  at 
the  busiest  time  of  the  day. 

"Hello,"  King  George  will  say. 

"Hello,"  Mr.  Coolidge  will  reply. 

"Busy?" 

"Oh,  no,  nothing  in  particular. 
Just  thought  I'd  give  you  a 
ring." 

"How's  everything?" 

"Oh,  not  bad.  Stanley  had  a 
party  for  some  of  his  friends  the 
other  day.  The  King  boy  from 
Canada  was  over.  How  about 
you?" 

"Nothing  much  new.  Marie 
stayed  a  while  with  us  but  she  had 
to  go  home.  I  notice  one  of  your 
boys  is  visiting  next  door." 

And  so  on.  However,  the  an- 
nouncement that  the  tolls  will 
range  from  ten  to  fifteen  dollars  a 
minute  may  induce  our  economic 
Neighbour  to  the  South  of  Us  to 
cut  it  short.  Or,  who  knows?  they 
may  get  the  wrong  number. 

Discovery 

IF  you  think  you  have  experi- 
enced the  supreme  thrill  in  life 
prepare  to  revise  your  opinions. 
Lion-hunting  palls,  bull-fighting 
bores,  ski-joring  fags  and  moun- 
tain-climbing produces  ennui  by 
comparison  with  the  pulse-quick- 
ening pastime  of  writing  to  the 
papers.  We  will  admit  that  we 
were  once  in  that  Philistine  class 
which  snickered  a  bit  derisively  at 
the  outpourings  of  our  old  friends. 
Constant    Reader,    Fair    Play,    A 


The  Magician 

Ladies  and  gentlemen. 

Let  me  introduce  to  you 
Professor  Al  Gazoopa, 

A  gent  who  will  produce  for  you 
Half  a  dozen  rabbits 

From  a  tall  silk  nat< 
And  from  his  vest  pocket 

A  Maltese  cat, 
From  an  empty  paper  bag 

A  pigeon  and  a  fan, 
And  some   pre-election   speeches, 

From  a  garbage  can. 

—J.E.McD. 


Canadian  Mother,  Vox  Populi  and 
One  Who  Was  There.  But  that's 
all  over  now.  The  glorious  com- 
pany above  mentioned  have  our 
apologies.  We  just  didn't  know. 
Nobody  ever  came  to  us  and  said, 
"Look  here,  my  boy."  We  just 
had  to  pick  it  up  from  experience. 
Last  month  we  wrote  a  letter  and 
a  newspaper  printed  it,  and  if  you 
don't  think  that's  fun,  try  it.  This 
is  not  a  case  of  entering  the 
Moulders-of-Public-Opinion  class 
by  the  back  door;  the  mail  box 
is  at  the  front  entrance.  Reporters 
and  even  the  men  on  the  desk  toil 


and  moil  for  years  and  years  and 
never  have  the  opportunity  of  ex- 
pressing themselves  save  remotely 
and  indirectly  through  the  news 
columns,  but  you  and  I  need  only 
get  good  and  worked  up  over  some- 
thing and  spang! — editorial  page! 
Do  not  think  that  those  whose 
vehement  opinions  daily  tickle 
your  fancy  are  unconscious  of  their 
happy  lot.  There  exists  even,  we 
are  informed,  an  actual  associa- 
tion of  Correspondents  to  the 
Press.  We  have  not  yet  joined, 
but  have  been  invited  to  by  mail. 
There,  it  is  presumed,  one  finds 
Constant  Reader  with  his  specs 
and  little  moth-eaten  mustache, 
Fair  Play  with  his  indignant  Hi- 
bernian features,  A  Canadian 
Mother,  a  bar  of  soap  in  one  hand 
and  a  pen  in  the  other,  in  all  the 
glory  of  matronly  righteousness, 
and  little  inconspicuous  One  Who 
Was  There,  taking  in  everything 
from  behind  the  door.  It  must  be 
a  nice  club;    we  think  we'll  join. 


Freedom 

THE  true  conception  of  free- 
dom evidenced  by  the  British 
North  America  Act  has  been  ad- 
mirably illustrated  by  the  last 
Ontario  election,  and  is  brought 
into  startling  prominence  when 
compared  to  the  recent  voting  in 
New  York  State.  In  Canada  when 
a  majority  among  three  million 
people  decides  to  change  its  mind, 
as  upon  the  prohibition  question 
in  Ontario,  it  is  a  case  of  no  sooner 
said  than  done  (impatient  Wets  to 
the  contrary),  while  in  the  Land 
of  Liberty  the  ten  million  people 
of  New  York  State,  where  the  Wets 
won  an  easy  victory,  are  powerless 
to  act  to  affect  their  will  in  their 
own  territory.  The  contrast  has 
not  been  overlooked  by  the  Ameri- 
can press  and  is  the  subject  of  a 
leading  editorial  in  the  New  York 
World,  in  which  a  graceful  compli- 
ment is  paid  our  constitution  under 
the  title,  "Where  Freedom  Lives." 
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ARTfNMSIA 


By  ALFRED  L.  HUTCHINSON 


<<]^Y  niece,  Miss  Artemisia 
T  Tellfer,  Mr.  Brailey;  Mr. 
Brailey,  Miss  Tellfer." 

It  was  a  coming-out  party  given 
by  Mrs.  Waldron  in  honour  of 
her  brother's  only  daughter.  Mr. 
Brailey  was  the  last  of  the  guests 
to  arrive  and  to  be  presented  to 
the  queen  of  the  occasion.  He  was 
profuse  in  his  apologies  for  being 
late,  but  he  had  the  best  of  excuses 
— a  break-down  of  his  automobile 
when  only  half  way,  which  had 
necessitated  his  walking  the  rest 
of  the  way  or  missing  the  party 
entirely. 

"I  am  pleased  to  meet  you, 
Mr.  Brailey,'  said  Miss  Tellfer, 
extending  her  hand. 

"Ah,  the  pleasure  is  all  mine," 
replied  he  as  he  took  her  proffered 
hand  and  gazed  into  her  beautiful 
gazelle-like  eyes. 

"Such  a  handsome  man!  I  won- 
der if  he  is  engaged,"  thought 
Artemisia. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  came;  I 
began  to  fear  you  would  disap- 
point us;  but  the  guests  are  all  here 
now;  let  the  dancing  begin,"  and 
Mrs.  Waldron  lead  the  way  to  the 
ball-room. 

"May  I  have  the  honour?" 
said  Brailey,  offering  his  arm  to 
Miss  Tellfer,  which  she  took  with 
pleasure,  and  the  two  followed  in 
the  wake  of  the  hostess. 

There  was  a  large  number  of 
young  people  who  were  eagerly 
awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  be- 
lated guest,  and  as  the  music 
struck  up  a  lively  waltz,  the  room 
was  soon  gay  with  waltzers,  and 
as  Brailey  and  Miss  Tellfer  moved 
about  among  them,  they  were 
easily  the  most  conspicuous  and 
graceful  dancers  in  the  room,  for 
both  were  tall  and  of  splendid  form. 

"Thank  you,"  said  Brailey,  as 
the  music  ceased  and  he  lead  Miss 
Tellfer  to  a  seat. 

"I  could  waltz  like  that  to 
heaven,"  she  replied,  taking  a 
chair. 


4/?TEMlS\^ 


Miss  Artemisia  Tellfer  had  been 
raised  in  a  western  town,  where 
outdoor  sports  are  made  the  most 
of;  she  could  ride  a  horse  as 
gracefully  as  she  could  dance; 
and  she  could  hit  a  bull's  eye  at 
ninety  paces,  nine  times  out  of  ten. 
But  with  all  her  outdoor  accom- 
plishments, her  schooling  had  not 
been  neglected,  and  she  was  a 
highly  accomplished  young  lady 
when  her  aunt  introduced  her  to 
city  life. 

The  evening's  program  was  a 
long  one,  and  Miss  Tellfer  was 
the  choice  of  Mr.  Brailey  for  four 
dances,  which  greatly  pleased  the 
young  lady,  for  to  tell  the  truth, 
she  was  smitten  with  him  as  soon 
as  he  entered  the  house. 


Editor's  Note 

The  unusual  romance 
"Artemisia"  is  presented  for 
the  delectation  of  Goblin  read- 
ers exactly  as  submitted  by  Us 
author,  who  is  himself  "a 
lawyer  by  profession."  Mr. 
Hutchinson  was  bo  n  in  Wey- 
auwega,  Wisconsin,  and  still 
lives  within  five  hundred  feet  of 
the  place  where  he  was  born. 
That  such  a  story  could  be 
written  in  this  hectic  day  is  as 
remarkable  as  the  document 
itself. 


When  the  last  dance  was  over 
and  the  guests  were  telling  the 
hostess  what  a  delightful  time  they 
had  had,  and  were  bidding  her 
good  night,  Mr.  Brailey  asked 
Miss  Tellfer  for  permission  to  call 
upon  her,  which  request  Miss 
Tellfer  granted  with  alacrity. 

"Who  is  this  Mr.  Brailey," 
Auntie?"  asked  Artemisia,  after 
the  last  guest  had  departed. 

"I  do  not  know  much  about 
him  except  that  he  is  highly 
spoken  of  by  all  who  know  him," 
replied  Mrs.  Waldron. 

"Oh,  I  am  so  glad  of  that,  for  he 
is  going  to  call  upon  me,"  said 
Artemisia. 

"So  you  have  set  your  cap  for 
him.  Well  you  might  do  a  great 
deal  worse;  they  say  he  is  quite 
wealthy." 

"Well,  good  night,  Auntie;  I 
am  sleepy  and  I  propose  to  retire." 

"Good  night,  and  pleasant 
dreams." 

And  Artemisia  skipped  away  to 
bed. 

II 

Artemisia  was  aroused  from  her 
slumber  by  some  one  walking  in 
her  room.  Instantly  she  was  wide 
awake,  but  she  did  not  move  a 
muscle  for  fear  of  making  a  noise 
and  attracting  the  attention  of  the 
intruder.  In  the  faint  glimmer  of 
light  which  penetrated  the  room, 
she  could  make  out  the  figure  of  a 
large  man.  Now  the  form  step- 
ped nearer,  and  nearer  the  bed 
and  she  closed  her  eyes,  feigning 
sleep.  Now  he  was  bending  over 
her  as  she  knew  by  his  breathing 
and  she  was  almost  almost  para- 
lyzed with  fear.  Then  he  turned 
toward  the  dresser  and  she  opened 
her  eyes  just  in  time  to  catch  a 
view  of  his  face  in  the  mirror 
which  was  lighted  for  an  instant 
by  a  flashlight  lamp.  What  she 
saw  astonished  her,  but  she  reached 
under  her  pillow  and  drew  forth 
a  revolver,  without  which  she 
never  retired.      As  she  did  so  she 
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rustled  the  bed-clothes  which  arres- 
ted the  burglar's  attention  and  he 
turned  again  towards  the  bed. 
Again  she  closed  her  eyes  and  lay 
perfectly  still.  Satisfied  that  she 
had  not  awakened,  but  had  only 
turned  over  in  her  sleep,  he  again 
faced  the  mirror  and  flashed  his 
lamp.  This  time  the  eyes  of 
Artemisia  were  wide  open  and  she 
caught  the  full  view  of  his  face. 
She  was  right  the  first  time.  Now 
she  recognized  the  man  beyond 
question.  There  was  a  click  of 
her   revolver   as   she   raised   up   in 


bed  and  almost  shouted:  "Throw 
up  your  hands,  Mr.  Brailey." 

Taken  by  surprise  he  threw  up 
both  hands. 

"And  now,  Mr.  Brailey,  I  want 
you  to  leave  this  house  at  once. 
Out  of  consideration  for  the  good 
time  we  had  together  to-night  I 
will  not  say  anything  about  this 
visit.  Drop  everything  you  have 
taken  and  go." 

What  else  could  he  do?  With 
a  six-shooter  in  the  hands  of  an 
athletic  girl  pointed  at  him,  he 
quickly  backed  out  of  the  room, 
downstairs  and  out  into  the  street. 

Once  more  alone,  and  Artemisia 
burst  into  tears.  Her  idol  was 
shattered.  She  slept  no  more  that 
night  and  was  late  in  rising  the 
next  morning.  "Let  her  sleep," 
said  Mrs.  Waldron;  "she  must  be 
tired;  I  don't  think  she  missed 
a  dance  the  whole  evening";  and 
it  was  well  toward  noon  before 
Artemisia  appeared  downstairs. 


THF  flOBBFR 

"What  has  troubled  my  niece 
that  her  eyes  are  so  red?  Can  it 
be  that  Cupid  kept  her  awake  all 
night?" 

Artemisia  tried  to  force  a  smile. 
"I  think  I  must  have  caught  cold," 
she  replied. 

"Well,  you  must  brighten  up 
before  evening.  You  know  Mr. 
Brailey  will  not  be  pleased  to  see 
you  so  worn  out." 

"I  hope  he  does  not  come;  I 
shall  not  see  him  if  he  does." 

"Of  all  things!  What's  the 
(Continued  on  page  46) 
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THE   BOIMD    BOYS 

By  GREGORY  CLARK 


IN    Toronto's    most    popular   res- 

taurant — and  in  Montreal's,  no 
doubt,  and  Winnipeg's — there  com- 
mences about  ten  to  twelve  o'clock 
noon  and  works  up  to  a  grand 
crescendo  at  two  p.m.,  a  most 
arresting  symphony  of  sound. 

It  is  the  bond  boys,  practising 
on  one  another. 

Scores  of  them.  Hundreds  of 
them.  And  without  doubt,  they 
are  their  respective  cities'  most 
beautifully  groomed  young  men. 
R.M.C.  is  not  in  it,  for  looks,  with 
Mont  real's 
bond  boys. 
Even  that 
fraternity  — 
don't  let's 
name  it  — 
which  selects 
its  recruits 
solely  on  their 
appearance, 
can  not  hold 
a  candle  to 
the  bond  boys 
of  Toronto. 

Beautifully 
groomed, 
they  gather 
in  fours,  sixes 
eights,  about 
the  tables  of 
the  city's 
most  popular  ww^"^ 
rest  au  ran  t 
and  practise 
selling  mil- 
lions of  dol- 
lars' worth  of 
securities  to 
one    another. 

The  tumult 
is  amazing. 
Take  four 
young  men 
trained  in 
'Varsity 
bleachers, put 
them  togeth- 
er for  two 
hours  for  the 
purpose  of 
trying     to 


drown  each  other  out,  and  by  one- 
thirty  they  are  making  a  joyful 
noise. 

"Well,"  says  a  tall,  beautifully 
groomed  young  man,  arriving  with 
his  tray  of  food  at  a  table  where 
seven  of  his  colleagues  in  finance 
sit  smoking  their  after-luncheon 
cigarettes,  "I  nicked  off  a  good 
one  to-day.  Sold  forty  Ontario 
sixes  to  a  client.  That's  just  sixty 
dollars  into  the  poke." 

He  is  speaking  in  a  loud,  fresh, 
resonant  voice.     He  has  to.** 


He:  "She  tries  so  hard  to  appear  natural. 
She:  "That  dress  ought  to  be  a  big  help." 


If  all  those  at  the  neighboring 
ten  or  fifteen  tables  knew  that 
forty  Ontario  sixes  meant  $40,000 
in  Ontario  bonds,  their  glances 
would  be  more  respectful. 

In  a  considerably  louder  tone, 
though  his  voice  is  undeniably 
husky  from  an  hour's  hard  prac- 
tise, one  of  the  lads  at  the  table, 
also  beautifully  groomed,  cries: 

"That's  fine!  I  had  a  funny  ex- 
perience this  morning.  I  called 
on  Mr. — er — ah — on  a  client  and 
showed  him  why  he  should  take 
twenty-five 
of  our  new 
industrials. 
Marvellous 
yield.  Solid 
security.  Un- 
impeachable 
investment. 
When  I  got 
back  to  the 
office,  the 
phone  rang. 
1 1  was  for  me. 
Is  that  you?' 
asks  the  cli- 
ent I  had  just 
been  to  see.' 
'Just  make 
that  fifty  in- 
stead  of 
twenty-five, 
will  you-1' 
call  that 
smart." 

Despite  the 
fact  that  the 
others  are  ob- 
viously jaded 
and  jawsore, 
none  of  them 
lags  in  this 
fresh  out- 
burst inspired 
by  the  beau- 
tifully groom- 
ed newcomer. 
The  table  is 
in  an  uproar. 
Yield.  Se- 
curity. In- 
vestment. 
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Sound.     Solid.     Quarter  of  one  per 
cent.    Beautifully  groomed  uproar. 

They  are  great  lads.  The  coun- 
try would  be  in  a  bad  way  without 
them.  Without  them,  the  city's 
men  of  wealth  and  affairs  would 
not  know  what  to  do  with  their 
spare  cash.  They  would  not  know 
their  way  to  the  broker's  office. 
They' would  not  know  a  bond  firm's 
telephone  number.  Who  can  with- 
stand the  persuasions  of  a  beauti- 
fully groomed  young  man?  If  it 
were  not  for  the  bond  boys,  nobody 
would  ever  have  any  doubts  about 
the  securities  he  has  in  the  strong- 
box, and  would  hold  on  to  them 
for,  in  fact,  ever.  It  is  the  bond 
boys  who  excite  the  traffic  which 
passes  through  the  bond  houses  at 
the  rate  of  one  half  of  one  per  cent. 

Just  the  same,  it  is  sad. 

There  are  railroads  toiling  across 
the  continent  in  every  mile  of  which 
is  a  problem.  There  are  vast 
prairies  so  wrapped  up  in  mortgag- 
es, first  and  second,  that  they 
constitute  one  of  the  unsolved 
mysteries  of  the  world.  There  are 
pulpwood  industries  where  fabul- 
ous fortunes  are  being  erected, 
million  upon  million.  The  maddest 
rivers  of  the  north  are  being  har- 
nessed like  colts.  Weird,  tortured 
political  parties  are  coagulating  in 
far  and  lonely  provinces. 

And  there  isn't  one  of  these 
things  that  would  not  welcome  a 
beautifully  groomed  young  man — 
really,  Harold,  I  mean  it.  Ouch! 
Don't  pinch.  Hit  if  you  must, 
but  don't  pinch. 

The  fact  is,  few  of  the  bond  boys 
really  have  to  work.  All  they  have 
to  do  is  keep  out  of  mischief  until 
their  youth  is  past.  The  bond 
business  is  the  ideal  apprenticeship 
for  the  rich  man's  son.  In  the  first 
place,  no  matter  how  dumb  he  is, 
he  cannot  even  merely  talk  about 
bonds  without  learning  something 
about  them.  You  take  a  young 
fellow  who  has  nothing  to  look  for- 
ward to  in  life  but  the  administra- 
tion of  the  wealth  his  father  has, 
by  law,  to  leave  him.  Could  there 
be  a  better  schooling  for  him  than 
(Continued  on  page  37) 
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"Hey,  Muvver!     There's  some  more  kids  out  here  coveting  your  socks!" 


The  Toys  That  Haven't  Been  Bought 

Oh,  Christmas  Eve  is  the  happiest  night 

The  year  can  hold  in  store, 
But  Christmas  Eve  brings  a  pitiful  sight 

On  the  Toy  Department  floor. 
Oh,  whisper  and  giggle,  laugh  and  joke. 

But  spare  one  dutiful  thought 
For  the  sad  little,  mad  little,  helpless  folk, 

The  toys  that  haven't  been  bought. 

Oh,  happy  the  doll  who  Christmas  Eve 

May  sleep  in  a  Christmas  box, 
And    merrier    far    than    you'd    ever    believe 

Are   the   toys   in    the   well-filled   socks. 
But  what  of  the  poor  little  Teddy   Bears 

Back     in     the     store,     distraught, 
The  pigs   and   the   cows   and   the   pinky   bow-wows, 

The  toys  that  haven't  been  bought? 

Oh,  Christmas  Eve  the  women  who  rub 

And  polish  the  silent  store, 
Forget    their    pails   when    they   come    to   scrub 

The  Toy   Department   floor, 


For    there's    never    a    need    of    water,    my    dears, 
Whatever    you    might    have    thought, 

For    everything's    soppy    and    droppy     with     tears 
Of  the  toys  that  haven't  been  bought! — J.  E.  McD. 


Hank:  "You're  too  beautiful  for  words." 
Eula:  "Well    actions    speak    louder  than 
don't  they?" 


word 


s, 


Christmas   Eve 

It's  just  the  same  as  any  other  night: 

The    snowy    roofs    are    bathed    in    pale  .moonlight, 

The  street  cars  pass,  and  you  may  hear  that  sound 

On  any  other  night  the  year  around. 

The  lights  from  moving  picture  houses  shine; 

Some  folk  go  hungry,  others  richly  dine; 

The  'crunch'  and  'crunch'  of  weary  passing  feet 

Sounds  just  the  same  from  end  to  end  of  street. 

A  squeaky  gate  complains,  a  prowling  cat 

Slips,  cautious,  through  the  shadows  and  that's  that. 

It's  just  the  same  in  country,  town  or  city. 

And  if  that's  what  you  hold,  you  have  my  pity! 

— Alden  Daniels. 
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It's  the  Berries  ! 

Phenomena  Observed 

under  and  around  the 

Potent  Berry 

Drawings  by  RICARDO 


The  somewhat  plentiful  Tubby  is 
finding  the  berry  eery  trying.  With 
the  attractive  Nancy  he  presents  a 
spectacle  of  Youth  Refusing  to 
Retreat  in  face  of  unsurmountable 
difficulties. 


It  was  a  dirty  trick  on  the  hapless 
Percy,  down  for  the  week-end,  to  be 
told  that  there  was  "a  tall  blond 
standing  under  the  mistletoe  in  the 
hall."     Percy  is  no  gentleman. 


Bi.  .it-doj 


Conrad  and  Angeline  apparent- 
ly constitute  the  ideal  picture  of 
perfect  form  under  the  mistletoe 
— but  wait  till  Con's  fiancie 
appears. 


Matilda  is  not  so  dumb  as  she 
looks.  It's  half  past  two  and  she's 
crazy  to  go  to  bed.  She  takes  the 
one  sure  means  of  breaking  up  the 
party. 


The  mistletoe  is  nothing  in  the  young 
life  of  Jack  the  Gripper,  as  he  seizes 
Annabel  and  opportunity  in  one  fell 
swoop,  officially  declaring  the  open- 
ing of  the  Chesterfield  Season. 
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How  Great  Names  Live  on 

It  was  one  of  those  serious  con- 
versations from  which  people  at 
parties  are  prone  to  surfer  after 
three  in  the  morning. 

"Fame!"  he  sneered,  pressing 
the  flame  of  his  match  against  her 
cigarette.     "It  is  nothing." 

"On  the  contrary,"  she  replied, 
exhaling  and  critically  examining 
the  red  stain  at  the  end  of  the 
cylinder,  "fame  is  something.  A 
great  name  is  never  forgotten.  It 
lives  on  somewhere,  somehow  in 
the  world." 

Her  eyes,  you  must  know,  were 
like  still  forest  pools  after  rain 
with  the  blue  sky  in  them.  But 
the  young  man  had  known  her 
since  childhood  and  was  accus- 
tomed to  her  eyes.  So  he  looked 
off  across  the  gleaming  floor  toward 
the  punch  bowl. 


Title  for  Opposite  Page 

"'Twas  the  night  before  Christmas, 
And  all  through  the  house 

Not  a  creature  was  stirring. 
Not  even  a  mouse.'' 


She  moved  a  pink-glistening  nail 
against  the  curled  grey  ash.  She 
said  slowly,  carefully,  as  revellers 
must  learn  to  do  after  three  in  the 
morning — for  fear  of  hiccoughs: 
"Somehow,  somewhere  a  great 
name  persists  in  the  world.  Friv- 
olous people  may  use  it  without 
revering  it,  without  even  knowing 
what  it  stands  for,  but  — " 

Across  the  room  the  orchestra 
began  to  play.  The  time  was 
quick. 

"Shall  we  dance?"  he  enquired. 

"No!"  she  replied  emphatically, 


for  it  is  that  wretched  and  oddly- 
named  dance,  the  'Paul  Jones."' 

— Ron  Ever  son. 

*      *      * 

Wheel 

"Friday  seemed  to  be  hog  day, 
as  there  were  several  loads  pass- 
ed this  way  to  Okloona  Junction, 
Homer  Longbrake  being  among 
the  number." 

Barnsville  (Ohio)  Whetstone. 

The  Band  Was  Out 

"Mrs.  Angelina  Clementina 
Smith,  assistant  superintendent 
of  the  department  of  sociological 
civics  of  the  local  Federation  of 
Women's  Clubs,  and  assistant 
manager  of  the  lingerie  exhibit 
of  the  woman's  amalgamated 
department  of  the  Topeka  state 
fair,  went  to  Kansas  City  to-day. 
— Eldora  (Kans.)   Republican 


Calm:  "What  is  an  expert  conversationalist?" 

Gale:  "Any  ordinary  married  man  a  Way  from  home!" 
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OH!   THE    LOVELY   LADIES! 


/"\NE  Sunday  afternoon,  not  long 
ago,  after  a  very  good  dish  of 
tea,  Persian  blend  by  the  way,  with 
a  delicate  bouquet,  served  in  little 
amber  glass  bowls  on  majolica 
saucers,  a  couple  of  extra  men 
began  to  think  up  contests  to  keep 
the  rest  of  us  amused.  Their  sug- 
gestions were  all  voted  poisonous. 
No  two  seemed  to  appreciate  their 
thoughtfulness.  At  last,  however, 
they  pulled  one  idea  that  caught 
fire  at  once.  They  became  the 
centre  of  interest.  The  contest 
was,  a  prize  to  the  girl  wearing  the 
shortest  skirt.  One  of  the  fellows 
measured  from  the  floor  to  the 
hem-line  with  a  yard-rule  while  the 
other  knelt  beside  him  to  verify 
the  measurements,  entering  them, 
with  the  contestant's  name,  in  a 
little  book.  We  all  felt  sorry  that 
he  had  to  spoil  so  many  pages  in 
his  address  book  but  he  just 
laughed  that  off.  The  results  were 
astonishingly  close  because  all  those 
skirts  were  short — and  how! 

One  of  the  girls,  marvellously 
well  turned  out,  felt  very  grieved 
because  she  was  wearing  a  clever 
little  green  satin  frock  with  knick- 
ers to  match  and  the  tailored  knee- 
band,  with  its  decorative  buckle 
of  brilliants,  showed  just  enough 
below  the  skirt  line  to  disqualify 
her  for  first  place.  However,  she 
was  easily  first  in  her  interpretation 
of  "Black  Bottom"  later  and  her 
devastating  costume  was  greatly 
envied  by   the  rest  of   the  girls. 

The  idea  wasn't  entirely  new  to 
me,  having  seen  sketches  of  it  from 
Paris  this  winter.  Paul  Poiret  has 
a  trick  along  similar  lines.  He  at- 
taches one  cuff  to  the  skirt  hem 
fore  and  aft,  forming  a  wide  panta- 
lette  on  one  leg.  There  is  none  of 
the  charm  about  it,  however,  that 
is  to  be  found  in  the  complete 
knicker  ensemble. 

Continuing  about  the  same — 
meaning  knickers  to  match  the 
frock — one  of  the  guests  at  a  supper 
party  the  other  night,  during  the 


By  Charity  Mitchell  Johnson 

recherche  (it  happened  to  be  por- 
ridge brought  up  in  a  black  iron 
pot  from  Child's)  agreed  to  cheer  us 
up  by  giving  an  exhibition  dance. 
Her  frock  was  a  very  delicate 
chiffon  affair.  I  very  nearly  wrote 
"confection":  why,  is  because  one 
of  the  men  sitting  beside  me  kept 
spurting  out  "bon-bon"  in  a  very 
un-Quaker  fashion.     What  I  really 


wanted  to  emphasize  was 
the  fact  that  she  had  little 
frilly  knickers  under  this 
frock,  of  the  same  material 
and  colour,  and  they  were 
good — very,  very  good. 

[  SHOULD  really  have  led  up  to 
my  discussion,  or  rather  racon- 
ting,  of  skirt  and  knicker  fashions, 
by  speaking  of  the  new  hosiery. 
Sheerer  and  sheerer,  longer  and 
longer,  has  been  our  demand,  as 
the  tide  of  our  skirt  lengths  re- 
ceded. Now  our  latest  prayer  has 
been  answered,  longer  and  sheerer, 
with  no  disfiguring  double  hem  at 
the  top.  When  I  spoke  of  this  new 
freedom  within  earshot  of  an  old 
Scotch  lady,  I  heard  her  mutter 
something  about  "tights,  soon" — 
and  I  marvelled  at  the  quality  of 
her  dear  old  mind.  She  may  not 
be  far  out  at  that — or  what  have 
you? 

I  wonder  if  the  girls  here  are  all 
set  to  don  the  new  evening  make-up 
that  is  casting  a  shadow  over  fas- 
cinated Paris?    A  dark,  olive  brown 


powder  covers  every  exposed  inch 
of  the  smart  Parisienne's  body — 
the  effect  is  unquestionably  mul- 
atto. I  find  it  amusing  to  picture 
a  Kappa  Alpha  man  escorting  his 
drag  to  a  formal  with  such  a  make- 
up. Shades  of  Lulu  Belle!  Now,  a 
green  ear  or  red  finger  nails  aren't 
so  hard  to  put  across,  and  they  are 
done,  too. 

~)  Having  run  full  tilt  into  the 
realm  of  cosmetics,  suppose  we 
have  a  work-out  on  the  subject  of 
lip-sticks — their  formation,  appli- 
cation and  colour.  One  is  natur- 
ally suspicious  of  all  labour-saving 
devices,  which  is  doubly  true  in 
the  interest  of  promoting  feminine 
pulchritude.  The  lip-stick  boasting 
this  quality,  giving  both  speed  and 
accuracy,  is  put  up  by  a  most  es- 
timable beauty  specialist.  The  end 
is  a  red  lip  rouge  so  shaped  that  a 
definite  Cupid's  bow  is  stamped 
upon  the  lips,  willy-nilly.  Take  it 
or  leave  it.  My  sympathies  are 
with  the  latter  course.  Much  more 
valuable,  to  my  mind,  is  the  lip- 
stick with  cream  on  one  end,  the 
reverse  being  a  finger-shaped  end 
of  kid,  to  be  used  for  blending. 
This  is  a  marked  improvement,  as 
it  leaves  the  finger-tips  free  from 
rouge.  And  here  is  a  unique  idea 
for  the  fastidious  girl.  A  little  flat 
box  of  individual  cream-tipped 
sticks,  enough  on  each  one  for  re- 
touching. 

AT  the  big  game  on  Saturday 
afternoon,  I  overheard  a  senior 
say  to  her  friend,  "Look  at  that 
freshie.  She  must  have  forgotten  to 
make  up  both  her  upper  and  lower 
lips.  Isn't  that  crude?"  Bending 
forward  I  caught  sight  of  a  rakish 
little  figure,  bundled  within  an  inch 
of  her  life,  with  a  rich  heavy  upper 
lip  and  narrow  pale  under  lip,  that 
belied  the  sophistication  of  the 
upper.  She  had  the  courage  of  un- 
thinking youth  to  present  what 
time  will  show  as  a  fad  or  a 
fashion. 

(Continued  on  page  37) 
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know  a 

man      who 

still    believes    in 

Santa    Claus.       His 

Christmas    morning   is    a 

great   big   happiness.        Santa 

knows     what     he     smokes.       Last 

year  he  received  a  nice  box  of  Tucketts 

Preferred  Panatelas  all  dolled  up  in  a  Xmas 

wrapper.      And  he  received  a  carton  of  Phillip 

Morris    Virginia    Ovals    and    some    knowing    fellow 

told   Santa    that   a  glass   humidor    of    Herbert  Tareyton 

Pipe  Tobacco  just  filled   his   pipe-bowl  overflowing  with  joy 

smoke.     Now  we  know  of  hundreds  of  men  who  can  be  won  back 

to    a    love    of    merry    old    Kris-Kringle    by   gifts    of    tobacco, 

cigarettes,    cigars.        Santa    will     play    safe.        He    will 

buy  "Tucketts"  and  make  his  selection  from  a  list  like 

\t/ 

H 
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CIGARS 

Tucketts  Preferred*  Marguerite 

Club  Special        Serene        Alpine  Club 

All  in  Christmas  wrapped  boxes  of 

10,  20  and   50 

*In  sizes  to  suit  every  taste — Corona,  Panatela, 
Palma,  Triangular.  Perfecto,  Epicure.  Invincible 
and  Concha. 


CIGARETTES 

Buckingham 
Virginia  Ovals 
Herbert  Tareyton 
Milo 
Melachrino 

In  attractive  Christmas  cartons 


PIPE  TOBACCO 

Herbert  Tareyton 

Thistle 

Orinoco 

Myrtle  Cut  T  &  B 

Buckingham 

All  in  handsome  Christmas  containers 


all  dressed  up  for  Christmas — and  ready  at  your  dealers 
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STEWART- 

Matched- 


Tor  Christmas  cheer 
thro'all  the  year  ~ 


Dealers  in  Every  City  and  Town  in  the  Dominion 


STEWART-WARNER  PRODUCTS  SERVICE  STATIONS 


Toronto  Montreal  Winnipeg  Regina 

Calgary  Edmonton  Vancouver 

//  you  do  not  know  the  name  of  your  dealer  please  write 
or  'phone  the  nearest  Service  Station 


TWELVE        MILLION        PEOPLE        ARE        TODAY 
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How  Do  You  See  a  Show? 


©  Vanity  Fair 


Every  Issue  Contains 


Theatres :  Starsin  their 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  the  dawn  as 
something   to  come 

home  in. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 

Movies:  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  movies  —  if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:  The  chill 
science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  Fos- 
ter writing. 

Fashions :  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  College 
preferences. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  notori- 
eties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 

Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  ama- 
teur and  professional; 
turf  and  track.  By 
those  who  lead  the  field. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 

World      Affairs:      The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 


ANYBODY  can  buy  a  ticket,  occupy  a  seat, 
L  laugh  when  the  comedian  seems  to  ex- 
pect it,  and  decide — in  his  poor  deluded  way 
— that  he  likes  the  second  from  the  end. 

Fellows  whose  judgment  is  deferred  to, 
whose  opinions  are  quoted,  whose  company 
at  the  theatre  is  sought,  don't  see  shows  that 
way. 

They  bring  intelligence  to  the  performance. 
They  have  read  Vanity  Fair. 

Vanity  Fair — every  month — tells  you  every- 
thing new  and  significant  about  the  Amer- 
ican stage — productions,  techniques,  trends 
— with  photographs  of  rising  stars  in  their 
loveliest  moments. 

Vanity  Fair 
Mirrors  Modern  Life 


ANITY  FAIR  is  edited  in 
the  heart  of  the  literary 


v.. 

and  artistic  world  of  America 


All  the  celebrities  of  the  day 
pass  to  and  fro  in  its  offices — 
poets,  prizefighters,  comedians, 
thinkers,  sportsmen,  almost 
everyone  who  matters. 

From  each  one  of  them,  Vanity 
Fair  collects  whatever  is  new 


If  your  horizon  is  not  bounded 
by  the  edge  of  the  campus  .  .  . 
if  you  are  mentally  alert  ...  if 
you  pride  yourself  in  keeping 
up  with  modern  thought  ...  if 
you  enjoy  sly  satire  on  society's 
follies  .  .  .  then  you  will  enjoy 
Vanity  Fair. 

No  other  magazine  is  in  the 
least  like  it.  It  is  edited  only 
for     people     of     intelligence, 


and  interesting,  and  publishes     tolerance,    and   breadth    of.'' 
it  for  what  is  probably  the  most     vision.  Sign  and  mail  the  V 


intelligent  group  of  readers  in 
the  world. 


coupon  for  our  special 
offer  today. 
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Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 

open  to  new  subscribers  only 

Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now!  y^<^%< 
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A  Shade  Better 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling 
fast 
When  for  a  kiss  he  asked  her. 
She    must    have    answered    "yes" 
because 
The    shades     came     down     still 

faster.  — Sour  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Compromise 

Dick:  "Wasn't  that  girl  offended 
when  you  asked  to  kiss  her  with 
three  days'  beard  on  your  face?" 

Jim:  "A  little,  but  she  came  up 
to  scratch  before  I  left." 

— Punch  Bowl. 

Farmer:  "What  are  you  doing 
in  my  apple  tree?" 

Small  Boy:  "I  am  getting  my 
balloon." 

Farmer:  "But  it  has  been  there 
a  month!" 

Small  Boy:  "I  know — but  the 
apples  were  not  ripe  then." 

— Fliegende  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*  *        * 

What  Did  She  Cipher? 

He  (on  the  phone) — May  I  come 
out    this   evening? 

She  (between  sniffles) — I  have  a 
berry  bad  code. 

He — Well,  let  me  come  over 
and  help  decipher  it. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

"You  seem  to  be  very  intimate 
with  Florence.  I  didn't  know 
you  had  known  her  long." 

"Not  long,  but  we  shared  a  taxi 
from  the  station  once  and  were 
thrown  together  a  great  deal." 

— Princeton  Tiger. 

*  #        * 

He:  Isn't  your  father  an  Elk? 

She.  Yes.     Why? 

He:  I    thought  so — you're  such 

a  dear.  — Log. 

*  *       * 

Prof,  (in  physics) :  How  would 
you  define  a  transparent  object? 

Student:  Any  object  that  you 
can  look  through. 

Prof:  Name  an  example. 
Student   (scratching   head):      A 
doughnut.  — Punch    Bowl. 
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"My  dear  young  lady,  have  you  no  perfumes  with  more  discreet  names?" 


No    Kidding 

Sister's  Beau  to  her  Kid  Broth- 
er: I'll  give  you  a  pin  if  you  won't 
come  into  the  parlour  to-night. 

Kid  Brother:  No,  I  do  not  want 
a  scarf  pin. 

Beau:   I'll  give  you  a  chain. 

Brother:  No,  I  don't  want  a 
chain. 

Beau:  I'll  give  you  a  ring. 

Brother:  No,  I  do  not  want  a 
ring. 

Beau:  Then  what  do  you  want? 

Brother:   I   want  a  watch. 

—Boston  Beanpot. 

*        *        * 

Constantine  Pananickles  (to 
clerk  in  store):  I  want  a  peck  of 
apples. 

Clerk:  Do  you  want  Baldwins? 

Constantine:  Sure.  Did  you 
think  I  wanted  some  with  hair  on. 

— Sniper, 


Insult  to  Injury 

A  castaway  from  a  wrecked 
ship  was  captured  by  cannibals. 
Each  day  his  arm  was  cut  by  a 
dagger,  and  the  natives  of  the 
island  would  drink  his  blood. 
Finally,  one  day,  he  called  the 
king.  "You  can  kill  me  and  eat 
me  if  you  want  to,  but  I'm  getting 
damn  tired  of  being  stuck  for 
the  drinks,"  he  protested. 

- — Oklahoma  Whirlwind. 


Low  Bridge 

Kind  0.  ML:  And  do  you  know 
why  Santa  Claus  didn't  bring  you 
anything,  little  girl? 

Doll-Faced  Child:  Yes,  damn  it. 
I  trumped  father's  ace  in  the 
bridge  game  Christmas  Eve. 

— U.  of  Penn  Punch  Bowl. 
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"Fool,  what  do  you  mean  by 
boiling  that  benzine?  There  will 
be  an  accident. 

"Heck,  it's  a  good  thing  every- 
one  isn't   as   superstitious   as   you 

are."  Pony    Railer. 

*  *        * 

Breathless  Visitor:  Doctor — 
can't— you  help  me?  My  name 
is  Jones. 

Doctor:  Sorry,  sir.  I  simply 
can't  do  anything  for  that. 

— Orange   Owl. 

*  *        * 

As    It    Was    in    the    Beginning 

"Adam,  dear,"  the  first  lady  of 
the  land  announced,  as  she  rocked 
little  Cain  to  sleep  with  a  stone 
hammer,  "I've  just  got  to  have  a 
new  dress.  What  are  the  trees 
showing  this  season?' 

"Limbs." 

*  *        * 

"How  come  you  kissed  Mary 
on  the  beach  right  in  front  of 
the  censor  without  being  approach- 
ed?" 

"We  were  leaning  against  some- 
body else's  baby  carriage." 

— Pitt  Panther. 

He:  If  you  keep  on  looking  at 
me  that  way  I'm  going  to  kiss  you. 

She:  Well,  I  can't  keep  this 
expression  long.  — Bison. 


RIVER  LOAFER 
By  E.  Leslie  Spauldinc 
Loungin    on  the  river  bank, 

Dreamin    in  the  sun, 
Lots  o'  work  to  do  to-day. 
Never  git  it  done. 

Packet  puffin'  down  the  stream 

Easy  like  an'  slow, 
Guy  waves  from  the  boiler  room. 

Wish  that  I  could  go 

All  the  Way  to  old  St.  Lou, 
Memphis  or  Natchez.      .    . 

Might  as  well  be  wishin  for 
What  the  good  book  says. 

Better  mind  my  P's  and  Q's, 
I'll  miss  them  fi shin    gents.    .    . 

Never  git  to  New  Orleans 
On  thirty-seven  ccntsl 

— In  College  Humor. 


"I  hope   I  shall    like    this    while 


man! 


"You  ought  to  enjoy  him,  your 
majesty.  He  is  goose-flesh  all  over 
already.'' — Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 


The  Wicked  Stage 

"The  theatre  management  re- 
serves the  right  to  exclude  any 
lady  they  think  proper." 

— Ontario  Paper. 
Getting  the  jump  on  Belasco, 
apparently.  — New   Yorker. 

Change 

L.  A.  S. :  Don't  you  think  that 
Wordsworth  was  right  when  he 
said,  "Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our 
infancy." 

Swine  Husbandry:  Sure,  but 
he  forgot  to  add  that  everybody  lies 
about  us  in  our  maturity. — Siren. 

"Who    established    the    law    of 
diminishing  returns?" 
"My  laundryman." 

— Bear  Skin. 

Now,  I  Ask  You 
She:     Did   you   see   that   lovely 
Russian  count? 

He:     Is  that  an  accomplishment 

for  a  grown  man?  — Widow. 

*     *     * 

Sales  Resistance  Stiffening. 

"As  a  salesman  I  get  only  two 
kinds  of   orders." 
"What  are  they?" 
"Get  out  and  stay  out." 

— Chanticleer. 


Practise 

"I  won't  have  Mr.  Brown  kissing 
you  like  that,  Agnes." 

"Oh,  give  him  a  chance,  Dad. 
He's  only  just  beginning." 

— The  Scream. 

Henry:  Just  imagine,  thirteen 
thousand  seals  were  used  to  make 
fur  coats  this  year  for  the 
Christmas    trade. 

Etta:  Ain't  it  wonderful  what 
they  can  train  animals  to  do  in  this 
present  day  and  age? 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 

*      *      * 

"What  do  you  mean  by  coming 
to  a  dance  with  me  and  then  spend- 
ing all  your  time  in  an  alcove?" 

"That  wasn't  no  alcove — that 
was  a  Cadillac." 

—Princeton  Tiger. 

"That  girl  you  dated  last  night 

was  the  homeliest  thing  I  ever  saw." 

"Now,    kid,    you    are   forgetting 

yourself."  — Texas   Ranger. 

*        *        * 

Interviewer:  "Aren't  you  some- 
times frightened  when  you  look 
down  at  the  street  below  you?" 

Steeplejack:    "Yes.    Only     yes- 
terday I  thought  sure  I  was  going 
to  see  a  pedestrian  get  run  over.' 
— Life,  New  York- 


"So  Miss  Svensson  has  found  a 
husband  at  last.  I  suppose  it  was  the 
man  who  saved  her  from  drowning." 

"No.  He  escaped.  It  was  an 
innocent  bystander!" 

— Sondagsnisse-Slrix,  Stockholm. 
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Were  Sending  Men 


10-day  tubes  of  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream,  free,  to  prove  its  case. 


GENTLEMEN: — We  have  a  shaving  cream  that 
softens  the  toughest  beard  in  one  minute — that  does 
things,  men  tell  us,  no  other  shaving  preparation 
before  it  has  ever  done. 

Its  success  is  a  national  sensation.  Thousands  of 
men,  once  wedded  to  rival  preparations,  are  flocking 
to  it.     Eight  in  ten  who  try  it  become  enthusiastic. 

Now  in  courtesy  to  us,  will  you  accept  a  10-day  tube 
to  try — give  it  a  chance  to  prove  its  claims  to  you? 

*        •       * 

We  are  the  makers  of  Palmolive  Toilet  Soap.  Are 
soap  experts,  as  you  know. 

Now  the  best  that  we  know,  we've  put  in  this 
new  creation.  In  this  amazing  shaving  cream,  which, 
in  a  few  years,  has  gained  high  place  in  the  held. 

Over  60  years  of  soap  study  stand  behind  it.  There 
is  no  other  like  it.       We  made  it  to  the  expressed 


order  of  1 ,000  men  who  told  us  their  supreme  desires 
in  a  shaving  cream,  plus  a  fifth  .  .  .  strong  bubbles  .  .  . 
the  supreme  requirement  of  all.  We  made  and  tested 
130  formulas  before  perfecting  it. 

Note  these  five 

I — Multiplies  itself  in  lather  250  times. 

2 — Softens  the  beard  in  one  minute. 

3 — Maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for   10  minutes  on 

the  face. 
4 — Strong  bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect  for  cutting. 
5 — Fine  after-effects  due  to  palm  and  olive  oil  content. 

Send  the  coupon 

You  may  think  your  present  cream  is  supreme.  But 
you  can't  be  sure  without  trying  this  new  creation. 

Let  us  send  you  a  tube  .  .  .  both  for  your  sake  and 
for  ours.  We'll  rest  our  case  on  what  you  find.  Send 
the  coupon      Mail  it  before  you  forget. 


THE  PALMOLIVE  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 
Montreal  Toronto  Winnipeg 


To  add  the  final  touch  to  shaving  luxury,  we 
have  created  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc — 
especially  for  men.  Doesn't  show.  Leaves 
the  skin  smooth  and  fresh,  and  gives  that 
well-groomed  look.  Try  the  sample  we  are 
sending  free  with  the  tube  of  shaving  cream. 
There  are  new  delights  here  for  every  man  who 
•haves.  Please  let  us  prove  them  to  you. 
Clip  coupon  now. 


10    SHAVES     FREE 

«nd  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address 
and  mail  to  Dept.  B-1256,  The  Palmolive 
Company  of  Canada.  Ltd.,  Toronto,  Ont. 


PLBASB  PRINT  NAM*  CLEARLY 


Made  in   Canada 
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Good  taste  and  good  health 
demand  sound  teeth  and 
sweet  breath. 

The  use  of  Wrigley's  chew- 
ing gum  after  every  meal  takes 
care  of  this  important  item  of 
personal  hygiene  in  a  delight- 
ful, refreshing  way  —  by  clear- 
ing the  teeth  of  food  particles 
and  by  helping  the  digestion. 

The  result  is  a  sweet  breath  that 
shows  care  for  one's  self  and  con- 
sideration for  others  —  both  marks 
of  refinement.    Ask  for  CG38 

WRIGHTS 
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Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

CANADIANS  like  the  home-like  comfort 
of  this  modern,  fire-proof  hotel,  with 
its  complete  service,  attractive  outside 
rooms  and  excellent  cuisine. 

Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
attention  to  guests — 250  rooms.  Quietly 
situated,  convenient  to  shops,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — 32.00 
to  $5.00  per  day  for  single  rooms;  $3.00  to 
$7.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

Special  taxi  service  to  the  Hotel.  Ask 
the  VanDyke  Agent  at  the  Station  or 
Wharf. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Dela- 
ware Avenue  tc  North  Street. 
On  the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 
Write  for  FREE  Road  Guides,  Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.  just  west  of  Delaware  Ave. 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 


Such  a  Lovely  Game! 

"Rude,  my  dear,  that's  not  the  body  should  invent  a  kind  of 
half  of  it!  Positively  insulting!  bridge  in  which  there  is  a  perman- 
After  all,  you  know,  bridge  is  only  ent  dummy.'  I  knew  he  meant 
a  game,  not  a  business,  isn't  it?  me,  but  did  I  get  angry?  No,  I 
I  told  her  so — you  know  how  I  am,  took  it  in  the  spirit  in  which  it 
Lois,  I  don't  mince  words.  'After  was  meant  and  we  all  just  laughed, 
all,  Mrs.  Blink,'  I  said,  'bridge  is  I  mean,  bridge  isn't  a  matter  of 
not  a  business,  you  know;  /  play  life  or  death.  I  feel  that  way. 
it  to  amuse  myself,'  I  told  her.  don't  you  see  my  point,  Lois?  Of 
And  do  you  know  what  she  said?     course. 

'Well,    Mrs.    Kennedy,'    she    said,  "Why,    she    almost    had    a    fit 

"why  not  consider  your  fellow  when  I  was  telling  Anne  about  my 
players?  Possibly  they're  bored,  diet  when  she  was  playing  a  hand, 
rather  than  amused  by  poor  bridge.'  And  when  she  went  down  you'd 
Imagine  that!  Just  as  much  as  have  thought  it  was  my  fault, 
told   me   I   was   a   poor  player.      I      'What  shall  we  do,  play  or  talk?' 

she  said.  And  I  almost  screamed 
the  way  she  held  a  post-mortem 
after  each  hand.  Was  she  furious 
when  I  said,  the  way  Frank  always 
says,  'Well,  the  man's  dead;  let's 
let  him  rest  in  peace'?  Yes,  cute, 
isn't  it?  That's  what  Frank 
always  says  to  me.  And  listen 
to  this,  Lois:  when  the  score  was 
added,  she  was  the  heaviest  loser 
and  little  /  was  the  next  to  biggest 
winner,  my  dear!  I  just  couldn't 
resist  saying  very  unctuously, 
'Well,  Mrs.  Blink,  you  may  have 
the  education — I'll  take  the  money.' 
I  know  it  was  dreadfully  rude,  but 
I  just  couldn't  help  it,  she  made 
me  so  furious.  After  all,  Lois, 
bridge  isn't  a  matter  of  life  or 
death."  — New  Yorker. 

*      *      * 

Heebe — Did  you  know  that  wo- 
men were  in  politics  many  thous- 
ands of  years  ago? 

Jeebe — No.  Where  do  you  get 
that? 

Heebe — Well,  it  is  stated  that 
Salome's  motion  was  received  by 
the  house  with  loud  applause. 

— Oregon  Orange  Owl. 
*        *        * 

Stranger:  Tell  me,  have  any 
big  men  ever  been  born  in  this 
city?  i 

Native:   No,  sir,    only    babies. 

—  The  Scream. 

Hally:  Have  the  Indians  any 
distinct  social   groups? 

Tosis:  Sure:  haven't  you  heard 
of  those  Indian  clubs? — OrangeOwl. 


"This  volcano  is  extinct,  but  may 
become  active  again  at  any  time!" 

"Hector,  throw  away  your  cigar- 
ette at  once!"      — Pele  Mele,  Paris. 

think  I  showed  my  good  sense.  I 
just  kept  saying  to  myself,  'Con- 
sider the  source,  consider  the 
source,'  and  I  never  answered  her. 
Of  course  /  know  I'm  no  White- 
head and  I  never  get  angry  when 
people  tell  me  my  mistakes  calmly 
and  courteously,  do  I?  But  that 
woman  was  positively  insulting. 
Why,  Frank  often  teases  me  about 
how  slow  I  am  and  how  I  never 
can  remember  what's  trumps. 
Only  the  other  night  when  we 
were  playing  with  the  Edwardses. 
— Thursday,  I  think  it  was — any- 
how Frank  and  I  were  partners 
and  I  didn't  return  his  lead  the 
way  he  thought  I  should  or  some- 
thing and  Frank  said — just  joking 
of  course — 'Ethel,'  he  said,  'some- 
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Not  a  Chance 

Professor:  Decline  "love,"  Miss 
Jones. 

Miss  Jones:  Decline  love,  Pro- 
fessor?    Not  me.  — Cracker. 

*  *        * 

Hamlet  (speaking  to  engineer 
on  a  field  trip):  Are  you  sur- 
veying a  little? 

Engr:  No,  you  poor  sap,  I'm 
surveying  a  lot. 

— Punch    Bowl. 

*  *        * 

"You  college  men  seem  to  take 
life  pretty  easy." 

"Yes,  even  when  we  graduate, 
we  do   it   by    'degrees.'  ' 

— Cynic. 

*  #        * 

Quick  Work 

"Just  fancy  Jim  refusing  to 
marry  you.  Didn't  you  tell  him 
about  your  rich  widowed  aunt?" 

"Yes." 

"And  didn't  that  make  any 
difference?" 

"It  did.   Jim's  my  new  uncle." 

— Scream. 

*  *        * 

Trade  Favours 

First  Chicago  Bandit:  Buddy, 
I'm  scared  th'  bulls  are  gonna 
keep  me  a  couple  days  in  th'  jug. 

Second:  S'tough,    ol'    boy,    but 

I'll  stick  up  fer  ya.  — Judge. 

*  *        * 

Tit  for  Tat 

He:  I  wish  you  could  make  the 
bread  your  mother  used  to  make. 

She:  I  wish  you  could  make  the 
dough  your  father  used  to  make. 

— Drexered. 

Pedestrian:  Hey!  Why  don't 
you  blow  your  horn? 

Motorist:  Who  do  you  think  I 
am — Little   Boy   Blue? 

—  The  Log. 

"Well  of  all  the  nerve,"  she 
said  as  she  slapped  his  face. 
"Don't  you  ever  try  to  kiss  me 
again." 

"All  right,"  he  replied  meekly. 
"If  that's  the  way  you  feel  about 

it,  get  off  my  lap."  — Whirlwind. 

*  *       * 

Dorothy:  I've  fixed  Kitty  so 
she  will  answer  my  letter  at 
once. 

Charlotte:  How  did  you  do  it? 

Dorothy:  I  wrote  her  a  lot  of 
gossip  and  forgot  to  send  the 
niddle  pages.      — Chicago  Phoenix. 


The  Turning  Point  in 
Fred  Bickley  's  Career 


HE  secret  of  Fred  Bickley 's  success  has  been  an  unswerving 
confidence  in  himself  that  has  helped  him  master  difficult 
jobs  and  shoulder  big  responsibilities.  He  has  outstripped 
scores  of  chaps  who  had  equal  opportunities. 

Yet  at  the  outset  Fred  Bickley  lacked  the  very  quality  which  had  so 
much  to  do  with  his  later  success. 

Married,  totally  dependent  on  a  small  salary,  his  greatest  handicap 
was  lack  of  initiative.  He  feared  that  if  he  were  outspoken  in  his 
convictions  he  might  imperil  his  slow  but  sure  advancement.  His 
added  family  responsibilities  gave  him  a  haunting  fear  of  poverty  in 
old  age.     Fred  Bickley  in  plain  words,  was  "afraid  of  his  job." 

Then  one  day,  in  the  course  of  events,  he  decided  to  insure.  He 
selected  a  North  American  Life  Endowment  at  65  Policy.  This 
marked  the  turning  point  in  his  career. 

His  own  financial  future  secure,  and  his  family  protected,  he  exper- 
ienced a  new  sense  of  independence.  Before  long  he  developed  an 
assured  personality  and  a  keen  initiative  that  quickly  lifted  him 
"from  the  ranks." 

No  man  who  carries  a  haunting  dread  of  the  future  can  succeed  in 
business.  Fear  saps  self-confidence,  destroying  the  quality  most 
vital  to  success. 

A  North  American  Life  Policy  will  be  your  solid  foundation  for  future 
success  and  lifelong  happiness,  just  as  it  has  been  for  many  other  men. 


SEND  FOR  OUR  BOOKLET, 

"Assure  with  Assurance" 


Please  send  me  your  Booklet,  "Assure  with 
Assurance." 
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DECEMBER  RECORDS 


IN  December  the  limbs  of  the 
trees  are  black,  cold  and  barren, 
but  in  December  the  music  stands 
of  the  dance  orchestras  blossom  out 
with  exotic  bloom,  and  the  family 
phonograph  takes  on  renewed  life. 
This  year  the  dance  music  is  par- 
ticularly good;  it  was  difficult  to 
select  the  six  best  and,  if  we  do  a 
little  panning  later  on,  it's  a  good 
month  just  the  same. 

One  of  the  best  is  "She's  Still  My 
Baby,"  rendered  by  Ben  Bernie 
and  his  Hotel  Roosevelt  Orchestra. 
It's  a  "hot"  number  that  keeps 
getting  hotter;  the  climax  is  the 
vocal  chorus  by  the  Keller  Sisters 
and  Lynch.  This  combination 
gives  an  effect  exactly  like  those 
two  adolescent  harmonizers,  Salt 
and  Pepper,  in  the  Passing  Show. 
"Petrushka,"  on  the  reverse  side, 
is  no  let  down.  Taking  various 
Russian  themes,  the  writers  have 
produced  a  foxtrot  of  splendid 
rhythm.  The  Bernie  outfit  give  it 
depth  and  volume. 

Ted  Lewis,  that  jazz  tragedian, 
sobs  one  of  the  season's  meanest 
foxtrots  into  his  mellifluous  saxo- 
phone in  "I  Can't  Get  over  a  Girl 
Like  You,"  for  Columbia.  The 
saxophone  is  not  the  whole  works 
by  any  means,  as  the  piano  inter- 
ludes alone  are  worth  the  price  of 
admission.  The  Leo  Reisman 
Orchestra  rendition  of  "For  My 
Sweetheart"  is  different  from  the 
usual  treatment  of  this  foxtrot. 
The  time  is  slower,  more  attention 
is  paid  to  the  melody  than  the 
syncopation.     Result:    Good. 

"Half  a  Moon,"  by  Nat  Shilkret 
and  the  Victor  Dance  Orchestra, 
stood  the  crucial  test  the  other 
night.  The  lad  who  officiated  at 
the  phonograph  conceived  a  wild 
infatuation  for  it  and  repeated  it 
every  other  number.  Nobody 
threw  anything  at  him  at  the  end  of 
the  evening,  and  everybody  was 
humming  it  before  the  night  was 
over.  "Jersey  Walk,"  another 
selection  from  the  same  musical 
comedy,  "Honeymoon  Lane,"  is 
not  nearly  as  good,  but  registers. 


The  Six  Best 

DANCE  RECORDS 
RECEIVED 
Foxtrots 
"Half  a  Moon"  (Victor). 

"She's  Still  My  Baby"  (Bruns- 
wick). 

"Blue  Room"  (Apex). 

"I  Can't  Get  Over  a  Girl  Like 

You"  (Columbia). 
"Meadow  Lark"  (Brunswick). 

Waltzes 
"Trail  of  Dreams"  (Victor). 


THE  best  of  the  Apex  December 
releases  is  "Blue  Room,"  by 
Lou  Gold  and  his  orchestra.  This 
piece  is  treated  in  a  light  tinkling 
fashion  and  goes  over  for  a  ninety- 
five  per  cent,  perfect  reception. 
"Black  Bottom,"  on  the  reverse 
side,  by  the  Golden  Gate  Orchestra, 
is  adequate. 

Isham  Jones  makes  "Meadow 
Lark"  a  tune  of  haunting  beauty 
and  at  the  same  time  torrid  tempo. 
It  should  go  a  long  way  to  make 
those  who  hold  that  modern  dance 
music  is  a  conglomeration  of 
meaningless  cacophony  to  change 
their  opinion.  "It  Made  You 
Happy  When  You  Made  Me 
Cry,"   by   the  same  maestro,   is  a 


Popular  Song  Illustrated:     "Bye- 
bye,  Blackbird." 


worthy  running  mate.  (Bruns- 
wick.) 

The  B.  F.  Goodrich  Silvertown 
Orchestra,  aided  and  abetted  by 
the  Silvermasked  Tenor,  have 
turned  out  an  honest-to-goodness 
waltz  hit  in  "Trail  of  Dreams." 
It  has  enough  volume  to  lift  it  out 
of  the  falsetto  class.  "Falling  in 
Love  with  You,"  next  door,  is 
almost  as  good. 

A  foxtrot  which  you  will  prob- 
ably hear  two  or  three  times  every 
evening  this  winter,  according  to 
current  report,  is  "That  Night  in 
Araby."  Leo  Reisman  and  his 
orchestra  play  it  for  Columbia, 
together  with  "Don't  Be  Angry 
with  Me."  "That  Night  in  Araby" 
seems  to  us  merely  another  of 
those  oriental  efforts  which  some- 
how never  fail  to  get  across  but 
show  nothing  extraordinary. 

/"^NE  of  the  finest  records  of 
the  month  is  the  singing  of 
"The  March  of  the  Men  of 
Harlech"  and  "Rosy  Dawn,"  by 
the  Mendelsohn  Choir.  In  this 
Brunswick  disc  the  crescendo  and 
diminuendo  effects  are  tremendous. 
The  famous  Welsh  fighting  song 
has  spirit  and  inspirational  beauty. 
The  anthem-like  quality  of  the 
pastoral  makes  it  an  ideal  Christmas 
gift  for  lovers  of  good  music. 
Coupled  with  the  above  must  be 
mentioned  Sigrid  Onegin,  whose 
marvellous  contralto  makes  a  splen- 
did recording  of  Brindisi's  Drinking 
Song  from  "Lucrezia  Borgia"  and 
"Stride  la  Vampa"  from  "Trova- 
tore."  Her  voice,  while  not  noted- 
ly dramatic  except  on  the  lower 
range,  has  a  cold  beauty  and  her 
sustained  notes  are  remarkable  for 
their  technique.  The  recording 
itself  makes  this  a  most  unusual 
record.     (Brunswick.) 

"Mountain  Greenery"  is  handled 
well  by  the  Happy  Hour  Orchestra 
for  Apex.  This  opus  has  an 
unusual  atmosphere  which  should 
make  it  popular  this  season. 
"Schoolday  Sweethearts,"  on  the 
reverse,     by     the    Tuxedo     Dance 
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Orchestra,  is  honeyed  anyway  and 
made  more  so  by  Mr.  Irving  Kauf- 
man who  gets  all  the  sentiment 
possible  out  of  this  ballad. 

"Georgiana,"  played  by  Lanin's 
Orchestra  (Apex),  is  a  good  fox- 
trot, registering  about  seventy-five 
per  cent,  in  this  quarter.  For  an 
encore  he  plays  "Any  Ice  To-day, 
Lady,"  for  a  gain  of  five  points. 

]y|AURICE  J.  GUNSKY  has 
a  distinctly  masculine  tenor 
and  an  enunciation  which  fits 
perfectly  into  such  songs  as  "Lay 
My  Head  Beneath  a  Rose"  and 
"Why  Do  I  Always  Remember?" 
in  both  of  which,  to  the  accom- 
paniment of  a  violin,  a  cello  and 
piano,  he  tugs  at  the  well-known 
heart  strings  this  month  for  Victor. 
The  restraint  and  dignity  which 
this  tenor  is  able  to  maintain 
make  a  really  beautiful  record  of 
songs  which  otherwise  must  have 
been  condemned  from  the  start  on 
the  strength  of  their  mournful 
sentimentality  in  this  jazz  age,  a 
welcome  relief  after  the  "Hey- 
heys"  and  "Horses." 

Just  about  here  we  will  take  off 
the  Dr.  Jekyll  outfit  and  do  a 
Mr.  Hyde,  the  occasion  being  one 
Ernest  !e  Mesurier,  whose  rendi- 
tion of  "The  Girl  Friend"  with 
"How  Many  Times?"  and  "Jealous 
of  Me"  with  "Lucky  Day"  re- 
minds one  of  prep,  school  days 
when  we  were  told  to  get  up  on  a 
soap  box  and  SING!  With  super- 
human effort  he  robs  these  songs  of 
any  vestige  of  life.  To  be  sure,  he 
has  all  the  words,  although  in 
"Jealous  of  Me"  he  actually 
stumbles  over  the  word  "smile." 
He  sings  "The  Girl  Friend"  as 
though  it  were  5.30  at  the  end  of 
a  hard  day.     Not  so  good.     (Apex.) 

VOU  will  like  the  Radiolites 
playing  and  singing  "I'm  on 
My  Way  Home."  This  is  an  easy 
melodious  foxtrot  which  bids  fair 
to  be  popular.  For  an  encore  they 
tear  into  "Because  I  Love  You" 
and  make  their  yards  every  time. 
(Columbia.) 

Outside  of  the  movie  palaces  one 
seldom  associates  the  organ  with 
dance  music,  but  Jesse  Crawford, 
in  combination  with  Goldkette's 
Book  Cadillac  Orchestra,  makes  a 
really  beautiful  waltz  of  "Ken- 
(Continued  on  page  40) 


"How  did  you 
break  it  to  the 
family,   dear?" 

"Ho,  hum!"  he  answers,  chest 
protruding,  "I  must  say  I  was  very 
diplomatic,  my  love.  I  sent  them 
my  visiting  card  and  the  new 
record  so  appropriately  entitled — 
'I've  got  the  girl!"' 

BRUNSWICK  NEW  RECORDS 
FOR  THE  WEEK  ARE 

"I've    got    the    girl"— Fox  trot  played  by  Abe 
Lyman's  California  Orchestra. 

"Just  a  bird's-eye  view  of  my  old  Ken- 
tucky home"  3322 

"I'd  love  to  meet  that  old  sweetheart  of 

mine" 
"I'll  fly  to  Hawaii"-Vocai  Duet        3314 

"Sing,  Katie  (But  leave  the  piano  alone)" 
"Why  do  ya  roll  those  eyes?" 

Vocal  duets  from  Americana 


"Along  Miami  Shore" 
"Maple  leaf  rag" 

Piano  solos  by  Harry  Snodgrass. 


3309 


3239 


"Lucrezia  Borgia  (Drinking  Song — It  is 

belter  to  laugh)"—  Donizetti 

"II  Trovatore — Stride  la  vampa!" 

Fierce  flames  are  soaring. 

15110 


Verdi,  Act  II.     Sung  in  Italian 
by    Sigrid    Onegin,     Contralto. 


Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

THERE'S  NEW  SNAP,   RHYTHM  AND    PEP 
IN  "LIGHT-RAY"  RECORDS 

PANATROPES  -  RADIOLAS  -  RECORDS 
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THE  GOLDEN  DANCER.       By 

Cyril  Hume.     George  H.  Dor  an. 

Publishers.  $2.00. 
A  LBERT  WELLS  was  a  smart 
Aleck.  He  was  a  go-getting 
youngster.  It  was  walk  right  in 
and  run  things  with  this  boy. 
Yessir,  don't  take  no  back  talk 
from  nobody!  But  because  he  was 
also  something  of  a  dreamer  and  a 
great  deal  of  a  faun  he  walked  out 
on  the  factory — out  of  the  factory 
and  down  the  road  in  quest  of  an 
ideal  which  was  symbolized  for 
him  by  an  imaginary  yet  very 
tangible  dryad.  Daphne  was  her 
name — "Dap-henny"  Mr.  Wells 
called  her. 

It  was  part  of  Mr.  Wells'  phil- 
osophy that  as  long  as  people 
avoided  "figuring  too  much"  and 
just  did  things,  life  was  a  great 
deal  more  simple  and  easy.  When 
Mr.  Wells  arrived  at  Jericho,  the 
little  village  which  had  as  yet  been 
sleeping  in  peaceful  ignorance  of 
the  virtues  of  a  real,  high-class 
soda  fountain,  the  little  village 
which  had  even  been  innocent  of 
the  pleasures  awaiting  those  who 
entered  the  PARIS  SUMMER 
GARDEN  .  .  It  was  here  that  Mr. 
Wells  fell  among  people  who  did  a 
considerable  amount  more  figuring 
out  than  doing  and  because  they 
were  unsympathetic  with  the  prac- 
tical methods  of  the  somewhat 
bumptious  Mr.  Wells  and  because 
they  were  in  the  majority,  Mr. 
Wells  was  unfortunately  run  out 
of  town. 

It  was  just  after  his  defeat  at  the 
hands  of  the  worthy  burghers  of 
Jericho  that  the  climax  of  the  book 


comes  and  to  my  mind  the  strong- 
est writing  Cyril  Hume  has  pro- 
duced. Wells,  discouraged  and 
practically  on  his  uppers,  has  just 
made  up  his  mind  to  go  "bummin' 
south  for  the  winter."  On  the 
road  he  meets  the  Truckdriver, 
who  gave  him  a  lift  on  their  first 
meeting.  The  Truckdriver  is  dis- 
gusted. "Lissen!"  he  said.  "How 
about  this  girl  now?  How  about 
that,  eh?  Din  you  just  tell  me 
you  fell  for  each  other?  Well, 
then,  how  about  it?"  Mr.  Wells 
attempts  to  excuse  himself.  "What 
kin  I  do?"  "Do?"  said  the 
Truckdriver.  "You  kin  go  up  and 
say  'Good-bye,  kid,'  to  her.  Any- 
ways, you  kin  do  that."  The 
Truckdriver  is  firm.  He  taunts 
the  despondent  traveller.  He  goes 
on:  "Because  you  figured  on  turn- 
ing up  there  in  your  yaller  suit, 
flashin'  your  roll  on  her,  you 
wanted  to  talk  big  and  make  her 

think  you  Was  big.   .    .   .   You 

lousy  little  soda  jerker!"  That 

was  too  much  for  Mr.  Wells.  He 
becomes  belligerent  and  at  the 
same  time  recovers  something  of 
his  self-respect.  Finally,  the  Truck- 
driver  completely  beats  up  his 
friend.  Mr.  Wells  goes  back  and 
one  feels  that  the  result  has  finally 
brought  happiness  into  his  life. 


The  character  of  Albert  Wells  is 
not  one  to  commend  itself  to  the 
admiration  of  the  reader.  Most  of 
the  things  that  Mr.  Wells  does  and 
says  are  in  the  worst  possible  taste 
and  yet  because  of  his  earnestness 
and  energy  and  particularly  on 
account  of  the  sympathetic  hand- 
ling of  his  mental  and  moral  strug- 
gles by  Cyril  Hume  he  has  our 
sympathy  throughout  the  book. 
One  feels  that  Cyril  Hume  is  des- 
perately intent  on  producing  a 
book  which  shall  have  no  unneces- 
sary detail,  which  shall  be  direct, 
which  shall  depict  every  situation, 
every  phase  of  action  and  thought 
vigorously  and  in  bold,  clean-cut 
strokes.  In  this  he  has  been  suc- 
cessful. The  bald,  often  crude 
scenes  of  action  and  bits  of  con- 
versation bring  into  tremendous 
contrasts  those  flights  of  purest  fan- 
tasy and  delicate  word-painting 
which  Hume  creates  to  depict  the 
idealistic  musings  of  Mr.  Wells  in 
his  inspirational  moments. 

Taken  altogether,  "The  Golden 
Dancer"  is  a  good  book.  It  is  a 
great  deal  better  book  than  it  ap- 
pears to  be  in  the  first  few  pages 
and  immensely  superior  to  the 
preconception  one  obtains  from 
the  distinctly  poisonous  jacket. 

HOW   TO  DRAW  CARTOONS. 
By  Briggs.     Harper  Bros.,  Pub- 
lishers.    $5.50. 
]y|R.  BRIGGS,  with  the    aid    of 
his   publishers,  has    produced 
a  large  volume  which  looks  like  a 
library  table  book,  but  which  is  in 
actuality  a  textbook  for  young  and 
ambitious  cartoonists.     Practically 


every  other  page  presents  one  of 
the  sketches  that  has  made  Briggs 
perhaps  the  leading  cartoonist  of 
the  continent.  There  are  also 
selections  from  the  work  of  several 
other  leading  newspaper  artists. 
This  feature  would  make  "How  to 
Draw  Cartoons"  a  pleasing  Christ- 
mas gift. 

For  the  striving  cartoonist,  how- 
ever,  there  is  an  en- 
tirely   different    side. 
No    formality    about 
that.  Mr.    Briggs 

takes  the  pupil  right 
into  his  studio,  shows 
him  what  number  pen 
he  uses  and  even  at- 
tempts to  explain  to 
him  how  he  thinks  up 
his  ideas.  He  tells 
him  how  well  to  draw, 
what  editors  want, 
and  a  great  deal  of 
similar  useful  inform- 
ation. From  this 
point  of  view,  "How 
to  Draw  Cartoons" 
should  have  a  wide 
appeal. 

THE  KEY  MAN. 
By  Valentine  Wil- 
liams. Houghton 
Mifflin,  Publishers. 
$2.00. 
IT  is  Rex  Garrett's 
wedding  night. 

He  and  his  beautiful 
bride  have  just  fin- 
ished dinner  on  the 
terrace  of  a  romantic 
estate  in  the  suburbs 
of  Paris.  It  is  a 
night  of  moonlight 
and  fancy.  There  is 
a  certain  amount  of  Sherwood  A 
mystery  between 

them.  Both  app  arent'y  have  some- 
thing to  conceal  and  a  few  confes- 
sions to  mak  e.  Sally  has  admitted 
that  she  has  deceived  her  husband 
as  to  her  identity,  while  Rex,  a 
young  Englishman  whose  past  in 
the  Foreign  Legion  has  cast  a 
shadow  of  doubt  over  his  creden- 
tials, is  at  a  loss  as  to  what  his 
reaction  should  be. 
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Rex  strolls  in  the  moonlight 
down  by  the  road  alone.  There  is 
the  purring  of  a  motor  car  and  ap- 
proaching headlights,  and  he  dis- 
appears. His  bride,  not  exactly 
delighted  by  this  change  of  events, 
is  unable  to  find  any  trace  of  him 
on  the  road,  but  finds  a  piece  of 
paper  bearing  the  words  "El  Ras." 
We  leave  it  to  you. 


35 


to  create  a  hero  at  the  expense  of 
consistency.  Going  back  to  old 
Chester  for  the  scene  of  her  novel 
as  she  has  done  in  previous  novels, 
she  has  chosen  a  family  triangle — 
the  mother  a  religious  stoic,  the 
father  a  gentleman  of  the  world 
and  times,  and  the  son  who  ad- 
mires the  manly  qualities  of  his 
father,  but  through  the  cold  reason 
and  powerful  person- 
ality of  the  mother, 
becomes  her  counter- 
part. From  his  moth- 
er the  son  learns, 
almost,  to  disregard 
the  opinion  of  the 
town  as  being  unim- 
portant and  during 
the  American  Civil 
war  he  is  ostracized 
by  the  community 
because  of  his  paci- 
fism. Probably  the 
cleverest  work  of  the 
book  is  accomplished 
when  the  son  hesi- 
tates between  his 
mother's  influence 
and  his  desire  to  ap- 
pear manly  in  the 
eyes  of  the  girl  who 
had  been  his  only 
childhood  playmate. 
The  author  triumphs 
when  she  brings  the 
the  story  to  a  satisfy- 
ing conclusion  with- 
out boring  explana- 
tions or  weird  scenes 
of  forgiveness. 

EYES  OF  A  GYPSY. 
By  John  Murray 
Gibbon.  Toronto, 
Macmillan.     $2.00. 


nderson  and  Theodore  Dreiser — Searching  Souls. 


THE   KAYS.      By    Margaret    De- 
land,     Toronto.       Musson    Book 
Company.     $2.00. 
THIS   is   the   sort    of   book   that 
leaves  you   the    impression   of 
an     artist     painting     with     swift, 
steady,     bold     strokes.     There     is 
nothing  but  decision  in   Mrs.   De- 
land's   manner   of   delineating   her 
characters,  forsaking  any  attempt 


,u/s-        jyjODERNISM, 
Jester.  mysticism,     big- 

otism,  amicism,  and  a  whale  of  a 
lot  of  other  things  are  all  mixed  up 
in  this  novel  designed  to  entertain 
and  not  to  broadcast  some  pet 
high-brow  idea  by  gestures  and 
subtleties.  There  is  no  end  to  the 
variety  of  impressions  that  can  be 
formed  by  the  reader.  He  is 
rushed  through  a  shipwreck  (in 
{Continued  on  page  42) 
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THE     GOBLINS      WILL      GET     YOU      IF     YOU      DON'T      WATCH      OUT 
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Do  You  Still  Write  Letters 

to  Santa  Claus? 


"^r  OU  used  to  write  them.  Can  you  remember 
g      just  when  you  stopped?    Are  you  sure  you 

Bl]  really  ever  stopped?  Youngsters  aren't 
the  only  people  who  write  to  Santa;  we  all  send 
out  our  hopes  for  happiness,  trusting  that  they 
will  be  answered,  as  long  as  we  live.  Isn't  that  a 
nice  piece  of  philosophy  for  the  Christmas  season? 
Our  staff  Santa  Claus  is  a  real  one;  he  answers  all 
letters  on  Christmas  day.  He  sends  a  tricky  little 
card  to  the  lucky  gift  recipient  telling  them  who 
is  responsible  for  the  gift  of  happiness  that  will 
'come  to  them  all  through  the  year.  Write  him 
to-day,  telling  him  to  whom  you  want  GOBLIN 
sent,  and  the  practical  business  office  will  bill  you. 
Two  years  $5.00.     One  year  $3.00. 


Santa  Claus 

Care  of      C9QL|N 


10  Adelaide  St.  E. 
TORONTO 
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The  Bond  Boys 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

a  business  in  which  he  has  to  say 
the  word  "investment"  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  times  a  day? 

Suppose  he  doesn't  sell  any 
bonds  at  all.  Isn't  it  a  good 
training? 

There  is  the  case  on  record  in 
which  a  wealthy  man  paid  a  bond 
house  the  salary  they  pretended  to 
pay  his  son,  plus  a  bonus  to  the 
bond  house.  That's  the  old- 
fashioned  apprentice  system. 

But  as  a  matter  of  fact,  all  the 
livest  bond  houses  are  on  the  look- 
out for  wealthy  men's  sons.  They 
are,  in  themselves,  a  valuable 
investment  for  the  bond  house, 
even  if,  on  first  sight,  they  appear 
to  be  a  total  loss.  The  minute 
they  take  the  boy,  they've  got  all 
Dad's  business.  And  if  Dad  has 
partners,  they  get  all  the  partners' 
business,  unless  the  partners  have 
sons  too.  Occasionally  rich  people 
run  in  families.  But  not  often.  To 
get  the  son  of  one  of  those  families 
that  has  money  scattered  around 
amongst  a  lot  of  uncles  and  aunts — 
yoi! 

In  other  words,  the  third  genera- 
tion of  wealth  need  never  worry 
about  a  job  so  long  as  there  is  the 
bond  business. 

*     *     * 

Oh!  the  Lovely  Ladies! 

{Continued  from  page  22) 

Jerryisagreatlad.  He  prophesied 
a  couple  of  years  ago  as  we  nibbled 
tiffin  in  a  small  party  at  the  Dirt 
Kitchen  that  the,  then  new,  orange 
and  nasturtium-coloured  lip  rouge 
wouldn't  last.  He  said  it  was  too 
sharp,  undeveloped,  cruel,  off-key, 
green,  anaemic,  unprovocative  and 
so  forth,  I  recall  with  unbelievable 
fluency.  And  he  was  right.  I 
didn't  make  a  wager  with  him  for- 
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BUXTON    TAINERS 

MAKE  GIFTS  THAT  LAST 

For  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 


"Things 
in  Leather 

That  Go 
Together" 


Buxton  Coin  and  Money  Tainers 

The  New  Idea — Practical — Novel — Safe 
Cobra,  $1.50 — Cowhide,  $1.50— Pigskin,  $3.00 

Buxton  Tobacco  Tainers 

An  Ideal  Gift  for  Him — Like  filling  the  pipe  from  the  palm 
of  the  hand 


Cobra  Leather,   $1.00  — Cowhide,  $1.50 
Morocco,    $3.00 


Pigskin,   $2.00 


Buxton  Key  Tainers 

With  and  Without  Identification  Card  Service 

Millions  of  these  will  be  bought  for  Christmas  Gifts 

Cowhide,  $1.00— Pigskin,  $1.50— Alligator,  $2.50 

In  the  De  Luxe,  $5.75  to  $9.00 

Buxton  Bill  Tainers  and  Buxton  Cigarette  Tainers 

Buxton  Tainer  Sets 

In  Gift  Boxes,  two   and    three-piece  combinations  of  the 
above  articles  make  ideal  gifts,  $2.25  to  $9.00 

THE  JULIAN  SALE  LEATHER  GOODS  COMPANY 

Limited 

105  KING  STREET  WEST        -        TORONTO 


i£3L^233>  i£53  £E5> 
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tunately,  because  being  a  brunette 
I  had  a  feeling  for  the  ripe  full 
raspberry  and  geranium  colours 
that  have  come  into  their  own  now. 
An  anecdote  that  rather  pleased 
me  came  my  way  the  other  day. 
It  had  to  do  with  the  refutation  of 
the  old  charge  that  women  take 
longer  to  dress  than  men.  After 
the  last  curtain  one  night  on  a  New 
York  stage,  two  of  the  cast,  a  man 
and  a  girl,  starting  in  bathing  suits, 
were  timed  in  their  dressing  by  the 
rest  of  the  company.  The  time 
allowed  was  based  upon  the  old 
misleading,  "I'll  be  dressed  in  a 
minute."  The  girl  took  thirty 
seconds  to  put  on  her  stockings, 
slippers,  garters,  step-ins,  brassiere 
and  frock.  The  man  was  dressed 
in  three  minutes.  He  said  he  lost 
his  collar  button,  claiming  some 
girl  had  greased  it.  I  leave  that  to 
you. 


The  Determined  Appliance 

"This  appliance  will  reduce  your 
hips,  or  bust." 

—New    York  Paper   (Ado.). 
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The  Old  French  Court 

Amid  this  splendor  was 
born  France's  fame  for 
beauty.  Gouraud's  Oriental 
Cream  contributed  to  this 
renown  thru  its  use  by  fa- 
mous Court  Beauties. 

GoURAUOS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Hade  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son,    'Montreal 
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The  Gov' nor  Won't  Tell! 


TVTO  use  Sis  and  Brother  asking  him  what  he  wants  for 

Christmas;  he  has  already  made  up  his  mind   for 

the  inevitable  deluge  of  torrid  ties  and  travelling  slippers! 

TLXOWEVER,  fortunately,  there  is  no  need  to  ask  him. 
Simply  write  to-day  or  telephone  ELgin  4401  and 
the  favorite  newspaper  of  the  nation  will  arrive  at  his 
door  every  day,  starting  with  Christmas  morning. 

Gov'nors  tool 

What  better  gift  for  the  boy  or  girl  at  college  than  the 
newspaper  whose  reputation  for  sanity,  authenticity  and 
genuine  interest  has  made  its  leadership  secure! 


mfim 


$5.00  BY  MAIL.    $6.00  DELIVERED 
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No  Arrangements  Made    . 

The  professor  was  calling  his  roll  in  a  sort  of 
haphazard  manner  one  Friday  afternoon.  Each 
member  of  the  class,  as  his  or  her  name  was  called, 
responded  with  the  usual  "here"  or  "present." 

The  name  Jenkins  was  called.       No  one  answered. 

Finally  the  professor  said,  "Hasn't  Mr.  Jenkins 
any   friends  here?"  -Missouri  Outlaw. 

*  *        * 

A  fellow  crossed  his  carrier  pigeons  with  parrots 
so  that  when  they  got  lost,  they  could  ask  their  way 
home.  —Flamingo. 

*  *        * 

Foolish  Questions 

Old  Lady  (as  car  gives  jolt) — Was  that  a  serious 
accident,  conductor? 

Conductor — Not  to  us,  madam;  the  car  just 
ran  over  a  dog. 

Old  Lady — Was  it  on  the  track? 

Conductor — No,  we  chased  him  up  an  alley. 

— Exchange. 


Sweet  Minerva,  who  has  been  imported  all  the 
way  from  Squeekdunk  for  the  cotillion,  is  here  being 
duly  initiated  into  the  enticing  mysteries  of  that 
racey  college  life.  That  very  devil  of  a  rogue, 
Herbert,  the  real-thing,  two-timing  undergrad,  is 
shamelessly  giving  a  first-hand  account  (in  all  its 
lurid  detail)  of  the  straw  ride  of  the  preceding  even- 
ing. Minerva,  poor  girl!  is  not  quite  sure  that  it 
is  proper  for  her  to  be  seen  talking  to  Herbert  in  the 
absence  of  her  chaperon,  but  she  does  admire  his 
swanky  derby — oh!  so  much! — Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

The  following  verdict  was  brought  in  by  the 
foreman  of  a  jury:  "The  jury  are  all  of  the  same 
mind — temporarily     insane."  — Drexerd. 


^!HE'S  nineteen  today  .  .  .  she'll  never  be 
^  again.  She'll  never  know  again  the 
glamour  of  star-powdered  nights  .  .  .  the 
drifting  laughter  of  young  crowds  .  .  .  the 
fragile,  fleeting  hours  of  youth  when  life's 
a  wonderful  time  -  -  a  coin  in  the  air. 

This  magazine  understands  her,  and  we 
think  you  should.  We  offer  Youth  -- 
straight  from  the  campus,  warm  from  the 
pens  of  men  who  know  it  best.  These  college 
people  are  producing  wonderful  things  in 
word  and  picture  these  chromatic  days. 

And  there  are  the  writers  who  ride  with 
youth  .  .  .  Cyril  Hume,  Scott  Fitzgerald, 
O.  O.  Mclntyre,  George  Jean  Nathan, 
Katharine  Brush,  Royal  Brown,  Lucian 
Cary,  Donald  Ogden  Stewart,  Percy  Marks, 
Thyra  Samter  Wins-  #» 
and  Lois  Montross, 
Hoy  t,  Holworthy  Hall, 
Bennett  --  the  list      - 

4 


low,  Lynn 
Nancy 
Arnold 
goes    on. 


<zAt  oAll  'Newsstands,  the  First  of  Every  iMontk 
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Titles 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
Laflamme  or  the  Duke  of  Marsh 
as  blind  men  with  the  psychic 
impulses  of  a  half-wit  burglar. 
Throwing  peanut  shells  and  rude 
words  at  the  nobility  would  soon 
remove  the  unhealthy  awe 
with  which  some  of  our  citizens  at 
present  regard  mere  baronets. 
The  Imperial   Conference    did    a 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night  supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 

Telephone:  R.  4382 
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noble  work  in  shutting  off  the 
Speech  from  the  Throne  debate  at 
Ottawa  by  keeping  Mackenzie 
King  in  England,  but  if  they  really 
wanted  to  help  Canada  they  should 
have  made  titles  compulsory  for  all 
and  left  poor  George  Windsor 
alone. 

December  Records 

(Continued  from  page  33) 

tucky  Lullaby."  In  "I'd  Love  to 
Call  You  Sweetheart"  he  plays  a 
foxtrot  which,  if  it  is  lacking  in 
"hot"  features,  is  pretty  to  listen 
to,  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  is  much 
better  to  dance  to  than  one  would 
imagine  possible.     (Victor.) 

Fred  Rich  and  his  Hotel  Astor 
Orchestra  are  a  splendid  aggrega- 
tion, but  "Pretty  Cinderella," 
which  they  play  for  Columbia,  is  a 
commonplace  air.  They  give  it 
better  treatment  than  it  deserves, 
and  the  result  is  effective.  "I'm 
Lonely  Without  You,"  by  the  same 
boys,  is  not  brand  new,  but  well 
worth  including  on  your  list  of 
foxtrots.  "Me  Too"  and  "There's 
a     Blue     Ridge     in     My     Heart, 


Virginia,"  by  Lanin  and  his  or- 
chestra for  Apex,  is  fair,  but  would 
be  improved  if  Irving  Kaufman, 
who  does  the  vocals,  could  add  just 
another  half  pint  more  of  pep. 

An  ideal  Christmas  gift  is  the 
Brunswick  record  of  "Hark!  the 
Herald  Angels  Sing,"  sung  by  the 
All  Souls'  Choir,  with  "It  Came 
upon  a  Midnight  Clear,"  by  the 
Cathedral  Choir.  The  latter  is  a 
splendid  and  stirring  piece  of  male 
choral  work.  In  the  former,  the 
mixed  voices  blend  harmoniously 
and  carry  the  true  Christmas 
spirit. 


#■ 


It  Takes  a 

Joint  of  Beef 

to  Make 

A  Bottle  of 
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Far  back  in  the  days  when  Mr.  Pickwick 
travelled  by  coach  to  spend  Christmas  with 
his  friend  the  Squire  at  Wardle  Manor — - 
when  the  gay  tra-h'la  of  the  horn  brought  mine 
host  out  a-running  at  every  stopping  place  to  greet 
travellers — tables  were  loaded  with  rich  foods  and 
with  sweetmeats  galore  for  the  joyous  feasts  of  the 
season,  for  Christmas  time  called  forth  the  best 
that  one  could  provide. 

And  so  to-day  do  we  think  and  plan  for  the  best  at 
Christmas  time.  We  choose  Moirs — the  finest  of 
chocolates — to  carry  our  greetings  far  and  near. 

The  variety  offers  a  wonderful  range  of  choice — 
smooth  delicately  flavored  creams,  crisp  crunchy 
taffies,  rich  nut  meats  and  blended  confections  that 
express  the  candy  maker's  art  in  marvellous  fashion 
- — all  enclosed  in  chocolate  that  is  at  once  a  dream 
and  a  delight. 


Moirs  for  Christmas- 
the  year. 


-and  all  occasions  throughout 
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*  Pacific  Coast 

#^£  of  British  Columbia 

and  California 


A  land  of  sunshine  and  balmy 
breezes  calls  you.  Come  to  Vancou- 
ver and  Victoria.  Come  to  British 
Columbia's  Pacific  Coast  to  motor 
and  ride,  play  golf  and  tennis, 
and  to  swim  in  salt  pool  or  ocean. 
Or,  on  to  California,  for  days  and 
nights  that  sing  with  year-round 
summer  warmth  and  gladness.  All 
up  and  down  the  Pacific  Coast  are 
countless  sights  to  see  and  things 
to  do  while  winter  fades  from  you 
as  a  dream. 

The  Continental  Limited 

The  National 

De  luxe  Canadian  National  trains 
from  Montreal  and  Toronto  daily.  En 
route  you  see  the  wonders  of  Jasper 
National  Park,  the  mighty  Mount 
Robson,  loftiest  peak  of  the  Canadian 
Rockies.  All-steel  equipment  and 
radio -equipped  observation  cars. 

The  international  Limited 

One  of  Canada's  really  notable  trains, 
affords  another  favored  route  to  the 
Pacific  Coast,  by  way  of  Chicago. 
From  Chicago  you  have  the  choice  of 
several  picturesque  routes  through  the 
United  States,  returning  via  Victoria 
and  Vancouver. 

All-  Year  Tourist  Fares  carry  the 

privilege  of  going  by  one  route 

and  returning  by  another. 

r.ANADiAN  National 

cJht  Largeft  Railway  Syfltm  in  America 

USE  CANADIAN  NATIONAL  EXPRESS  FOR  MONEY  ORDERS,  FOREIGN 
CHEQUES,  &.c.     ALSO  FOR  YOUR  NEXT  SHIPMENT. 


Full     information      and 

reservations    from     any 

Canadian  National 

Ticket  Agent. 


Books 

(Continued  from  page  35) 
which  by  the  way  the  author  fools 
you  by  leaving  out  all  heroics  and 
thrills)  to  New  York,  where  a 
litt'e  touch  of  business,  consider- 
able art,  and  a  lot  about  a  certain 


EARN  A  TRIP  TO  EUROPE 

Organizing  for   lowest  cost  tours 

37  DAYS  $295  60  DAYS  $490 

ALLEN   TOURS,    INC. 
238  Back  Bay     -     Boston,  Mass. 


beautiful  Gypsy  fortune  teller,  is 
introduced,  and  thence  to  the 
Canadian  Rockies  where  the  sim- 
ple life,  scenery,  dramatic  thrills, 
and  finally  romance,  wind  up  the 
story  of  several  busy  lives.  While 
in  some  places  the  imagination  is 
stretched  a  mite,  on  the  whole  the 
author  exhibits  an  excellent  work- 
ing knowledge  of  the  various  diffi- 
cult subjects  he  handles.  However 
all  that  is  unimportant  since  the 
story  carries  out  its  purpose  of 
amusing  its  reader  for  a  few  hours. 


TEA  FROM  CHINA.     By  Fred- 
erict\  William  Wallace.     Toronto: 
The     Musson     Book     Company, 
$2.00. 
THOSE     who      have     read     Mr. 
Wallace  in  the  past    will  hav; 
no  hesitancy  in  burying  themselves 
in  the  latest  work  of  this  Canadian 
writer  of  corking  sea  yarns.      Tea 
from  China,   a  collection  of  short 
stories    which     have    appeared    in 
several    Canadian    and    American 
magazines,  is  regarded  by  many  as 
leading  by  a  fair  margin  anything 
that    the    author    has   done    in    the 
past.      Once    immersed    in    any    of 
these    yarns    the    reader    will    find 
that    they    are    fabricated    in    such 
clear  seamanlike  language  that  he 
may    well    imagine    himself    to    be 
astride  the  rolling  deck  of  a  Blue- 
nose  fishing  vessel   with  the  spray 
whipping    his    face    and    the    salt 
water,   be  he  landlubber  or  sailor- 
(Continued  on  page  46) 


That  Good  Morning  Shave 
Lasts  All  Evening  With  a 


DMDBQEE) 


The  Blade  Men  Swear  By— Not  At 


See  for  yourself.  Get  a  gen- 
uine Durham-Duplex  Demon- 
strator razor  with  one  blade 
for  only  25c.  A  real  razor — not 
a  toy.  If  your  dealer  cannot 
supply  you,  send  coupon  Indic- 
ating style  razor  preferred. 


-25.*, 
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Inter- 
changeable Blades  60c 
package  of  5. 

DURHAM-DUPLEX  RAZOR   CO.,    LTD. 
Dept.     G..      50    Pearl  St.,  Toronto,   Ont. 
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This  Awful  Generation 

"Children,"  said  the  teacher,  "be  diligent  and 
steadfast,  and  you  will  succeed.  Take  the  case 
of  George  Washington.  Do  you  remember  my  telling 
you  of  the  great  difficulty  George  Washington  had 
to  contend  with?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  a  little  boy.      "He  couldn't 

tell  a  lie."  — Exchange. 

*        *        * 

Obadiah — "Brown  got  kicked  out  of  school  this 
morning  for  cheating  in  an  astronomy  exam." 

Joshua — "Copying?" 

Obadiah — "Naw,  the  professor  caught  him 
bumping    his    head    against    the    wall.    —Chaparral. 

The   Pace   That    Kills 

"Have  you  seen  Albert  lately?" 

"No.     He  died  in  the  fall." 

"You  don't  say.      And  how  did  he  die?" 

"He  died  in  the  spring." 

"But  you  just  said  he  died  in  the  fall." 

"Well,  it  was  the  fall  that  killed  him,  but  he 
died  in  the  spring." 

"Oh!"     (unbelief.) 

"It  wouldn't  have  been  so  hard  on  his  parents 
if  he  had  died  in  the  spring." 

"Yes,  he  did.     The  fall  must  have  been  terrible." 


THE  TOBACCO 
OF  QUALITY 


OLD 
CHUM 

/5?-  PerPacket 
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IN  MONTREAL 
"Where  to,  sir?" 
"The  Mount  Royal  Hotel. 


"The  fall?"     (Thinks  he  sees  the  light.) 

"It  was  such  a  long  fall.  And  to  have  the 
spring  at  the  end  of  the  fall  might  have  saved  his 
life  if  it  had  been  deep  enough.  But  he  was  dead, 
they  say,  before  he  ever  reached  the  spring." 

(Feeling  now  that  nothing  can  help  his  poor 
suffering  friend  except  sympathy.) 

"Won't  you  explain  yourself?  You  say  he 
died  in  the  fall  and  then  in  the  spring.  You  then 
said  that  it  wouldn't  have  been  so  bad  if  he  had  died 
in  the  spring,  but  that  the  fall  was  so  long  that  it 
killed  him." 

"Well,  you  see — he  fell  in  the  spring  in  the  fall 
— and  died."  —Purple  Parrot. 

Candidate  (on  stump  in  the  G.  O.  Spaces) 
—  If  I'm  elected  I  intend  ter  suppress  all  gamblin' 
in  this  ere'  town,  an' — 

Voice  in  Rear — Ten  to  one  ye  can't! 

Candidate — How's  that? 

Voice  in  Rear — Ten  to  one  ye  can't! 

Candidate — By  cracky,  I'll  take  ye  up! 

J  ack.-o' -Lantern. 

*        #        * 

"If  you   wore  your  garters  around  your   neck, 
just  think  how  long  your  socks  would  be!  ! 

—Octopus. 

Young  Wife  (in  a  passion);  "I'm  going  home  to 
my  mother!" 

Husband  (calmly)  :  "Very  food;  here's  the  money 
for  your  railway  fare." 

Wife  (after  counting  it):  "But  that  isn't  enough 
for  a  return  ticket." 

— Belfast  Evening  Telegraph. 
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There  will  be  no  question 
when  you  hear  the 

NEW   MARCONI   VIII 


New  Advanced  Model 

Single  Dial  Control 

with 
Vernier   Clarifiers 

Airtight 
Walnut  Cabinet 


Price  $125,000 


Why  spend  countless  hours  of  worry  over  your  Xmas  Radio  gifts? 
The  Marconi  VIII  offers  to  you  the  final  word  in  present  day  reproducers, 
backed  by  the  biggest  name  in  Radio  and  at  the   most   sensible   and 

practical  cost  in  the  world. 

SYCO  RADIO  &  SUPPLY  CO. 


2  Mark  Street 


Toronto 
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COUGHS  YOU  HAVE  HEARD 


WUR-R-RUMP 


he  should  change  ]L 
his  tune  with  ...  J 

MENTHOLATUM 

COUGH     DROPS 


Fashion    Note 

"Boudoir  caps  are  Bobbed-Hair 
Aid.  Hold  Wayward  Socks  in 
Place  and  Also  Attractive. — 
Pasadena   (Cal.)   Star-News. 

If  you  wore  your  garters,  etc. 

#  *     * 

It  Had  to  Come 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Nicholas 
were  married  in  St.  Louis  in  a 
suit  for  divorce  here  to-day." 

— New    York    World. 

Rapid  Fire  Marriages. 

*  *      * 

Heartless 

"Boston   BULL — leaving   town, 
must  sell  registered  pup." 
— Des    Moines    (IoWa)    Tribune 

(Adv.). 
Will  take  five  bones. 


ESTABLISHED    42   YEARS 

Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 


Branson's  Telephone 
Number 

It  was  my  first  day  as  reporter 
for  the  tabloid  newspaper  and 
I  found  everything  quite  con- 
fusing. Men  with  long  arms  and 
sharp  ears  kept  running  about 
the  office  shouting,  "copy"  or 
"dead  line"  at  the  tops  of  their 
lungs.  Haggard-eyed  creatures 
with  hairy  faces  and  flat  noses 
staggered  into  the  place,  extended 
a  few  crumpled  sheets  of  paper 
to  the  city  editor  and  sank  down 
unconscious  and  unnoticed  upon 
the  floor.  But  what  confused  me 
most  was  the  manner  of  obtaining 
Branson's  telephone  number. 

"We  gotta  get  it,  we  gotta  get 
it,"  I  heard  the  city  editor  shout- 
ing. "Branson's  telephone  num- 
ber is  the  crux  of  the  whole  murder 
trial  and  we  gotta  get  it  for  the 
midnight  edition.  Blott  has  failed. 
Pogg  has  failed.  I'll  send  our 
star  reporter.  "Ogg,"  he  cried, 
"get  out  and  find  Branson's  tele- 
phone number.  We  gotta  get  it 
for  the  midnight  edition." 

So  Ogg  swung  down  from  the 
chandelier  and  leaped  out  of  the 
office.  There  was  silence  then 
save  for  the  machine-gun  rattle 
of  the  linotypes,  the  roar,  swish, 
stamp  of  the  presses  and  the  wild 
animalcular  cries  of  "copy"  and 
"dead  line." 

Two  hours  later  Ogg  dragged 
himself  back  into  the  office. 

"I  have  failed,"  he  moaned 
clawing  feebly  at  the  edge  of  the 
city  editor's  desk.  "The  Bran- 
sons would  not  let  me  into  their 
house  to  find  the  number.  They 
had  their  servants  throw  me  out 
several  times." 

"Curses!"  cried  the  city  editor, 
"and  it  is  almost  the  dead  line." 
He  ran  back  and  forth  several 
times  on  the  top  of  his  desk. 
Then  he  shouted  above  the  din. 
"Everybody,  out  you  go  and  find 
Branson's  telephone  number." 

So  out  of  the  office  swung  the 
entire  staff,  to  spread  through 
the   city. 

The  entire  staff  went  out,  that 
is,  with  the  exception  of  me. 

"Here  you,"  screamed  the  edi- 
tor, "why  aren't  you  out  on  the 
job?  What  are  you  doing  there 
by   that  telephone?" 

"Why,  of  course,  I'm  looking 
in     the     telephone     directory     for 


[Air  Sickness 

-nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness 
caused  by  all  forms  of  Travel  Mo- 
tion. Sea,  Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air 
Travel  Sickness  yields  promptly  to 
Mothersill's.  36 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direct 
Tho   Mothersill   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York  _——»»_  Montreal 

Paris  ^4>l  jJ.JL-)fc>.  London 


Branson's  number,"    I    replied. 

At  these  words  of  mine  the 
editor  of  the  newspaper  ran  out 
from  his  sanctum,  flung  his  long 
arms  about  my  neck  and,  bringing 
up  his  feet,  twisted  them  about 
my  waist  in  an  affectionate  man- 
ner. "A  genius,"  he  shouted, 'J 
"you  are  a  genius.  And  I  make 
you  the  new  city  editor."       -s 

— Ron  Eoerson. 

Bayer  Aspirin 
Proved  Safe 


Take  without  Fear  as  Told 
in  "Bayer"  Package 


Does  not  affect 
the  Heart 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
package  or  on  tablets  you  are  not  get- 
ting the  genuine  Bayer  Tablets  of  As- 
pirin proved  safe  by  millions  and  pre- 
scribed by  physicians  over  twenty-five 
years  for 


Colds 
Neuritis 
Toothache 
Neuralgia 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 
Pain,  Pain 


Each  unbroken  "Bayer"  package  con- 
tains proven  directions.  Handy  boxes  of 
twelve  tablets  cost  few  cents.  Drug- 
gists  also   sell    bottles    of   24    and    100. 
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The 
Limerick  Contest 


*   *   * 

I    AST    month's    contest,     which     required    a 
limerick  about  a  student  or    students,  was 
won  by  Mr.  Robert  D.  Little,  of  Fenelon  Falls, 
who  wise-cracks  as  follows: 

At  a  boarding  house  once  a  young  stude 
Found  a  dime  in  the  hash  and  was  rude. 

When  he  made  his  complaint. 

Said  the  landlady:    'Ain't 
You  complained  of  no  change  in  your  food?" 

The  five  second  prizes  go  to  the  following: 

Mrs.   John    Chipman.    190   Inelewood   Drive 
for: 

'  A  fellow  financed  by  his  aunts 
Was  taking  a  course  in  finance. 
Of  the  course  he  made  hash 
And  squandered  their  cash 
In  studying  figures  that  dance." 

Mr.     Gilmour     Everson.     co     Mr.     Austin. 
Colbourne  and  Dunn  Streets.  Oakville.  for: 

There  was  a  young  student  named  Fred, 
Who  ever  went  early  to  bed. 

As  students  will  do, 

Ha-ha/  and  hoo-hoo! 
When  the  Elast  was  becoming  quite  red." 


93     St.     George    Street. 


Mr.    J.     E.    Collins. 
Toronto,  for: 

There  once  was  a  student  named  Frank. 
Who  gambled,  et  cetera,  and  drank- 

The  Dean  said:    'You  fool. 

Get  out  of  the  school. ' 
Now  Frank,  he  who  drank,  owns  a  bank" 


Miss      (Catherine    Skelton. 
Hamilton,  for: 


6      Ravenscliffe. 


"There  was  a  young  co-ed  named  Cert. 
Who  was  known  for  the  length  of  her  skirt. 

Her  ankles  divine 

Made  the  other  girls  pine 
And  the  profs,  their  sly  glances  avert." 

And  Mr.  James  Lyall  Ro8s,  307  Armadale 
Avenue.  Toronto,  for: 

'A  student  named  Cyril  Lamebrane 
Said  to  Marie.  'Meet  me  at  the  game. 
You  11  find  me  the  quicker 
If  you  look  for  my  slicker." 
But  the  slickers  drove  Marie  Insane. ' 

Honourable  mention  is  due  the  following  for 
their  worthy  contributions  which  space 
prevents  printing: 

Stewart  Murry.  75  Oriole  Parkway.  Toronto 

Miss  Jean  Austin.  Box  296.  Oshawa,  Ont. 

^Mr.    W.    H.    Davidson.    Box   285.    Newcastle. 

Mr.  G.  L.  Cullen.  291  Sparks  Street.  Ottawa. 

Mr.  A.  Spancer.  431  Jarvis  Street.  Toronto. 

W.  J.  Hetherington.  Box  297.  St.  Thomas. 
Ont. 

Mr.  O.  M.  Bailey.  299  Sunnyside  Avenue 
Toronto. 

Mr.  Corrigan  Pearson.  551  Canterbury 
Street.  Woodstock.  Ont. 

Mr.  George  W  Lyon.  629  Clyde  -Street 
Pittsburgh,  Pa. 

Mr.  M.  Heming.  Hamilton.  Ontario. 


bad 
said 
will 


saying 
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Artemisia 
(Continued  from  page  15) 
matter.       Did    you     have     a 
dream?"  asked  her  aunt. 

"I     think     I     must    have," 
Artemisia. 

"Drink  this  tea  and  you 
feel  better,"  and  Mrs.  Waldron 
gave  her  niece  a  cup  of  strong  tea. 
"Now  go  to  your  room  and  sleep 
till  dinner  time;  no  one  shall 
disturb  you." 

Artemisia  drank  the  tea  and 
went  to  her  room,  but  not  to  sleep. 

She  did  not  come  down  to  din- 
ner, and  in  the  evening  when  Mr. 
Brailey  called,  she  refused  to 
see  him. 

Her    aunt    excused    her 
she  was  indisposed. 

"Tell  Miss  Tellfer  that  she  has 
my  sympathy,  and  that  I  shall 
call  again,"  and  Mr.  Brailey  left 
the   house. 

The  next  day  a  boy  delivered  a 
box  at  the  Waldron  home  for 
Miss  Artemisia.  Mrs.  Waldron 
carried  the  box  to  Artemisia's 
room.  Artemisia  opened  it  and 
found  a  large  bunch  of  American 
beauty  roses  with  the  card  of 
Mr.  Brailey;  but  as  soon  as  her 
aunt  left  the  room,  Artemisia  tore 
the  roses  into  shreds. 

Ill 

Mr.  Waldron  was  a  lawyer  by 
profession,  and  often  remarked 
that  the  most  wonderful  thing  in 
the  world,  to  him,  was  the  fact 
that  of  the  hundreds  of  millions 
of  human  beings  that  inhabit  the 
earth,  no  two  are  found  who  are 
exactly  alike.  He  was  always 
hunting  for  some  one  who  was  the 
exact  prototype  of  some  other 
one  that  he  knew.  One  evening 
at  dinner,  a  few  days  after  Ar- 
temisia's coming-out  party  he 
chanced  to  remark:  "I  came  near 
finding  what  I  was  looking  for 
to-day." 

"Indeed;  how  was  that?"  in- 
quired his  wife. 

"Why  I  was  in  court  when  a  man 
was  arraigned  for  burglary.  I 
was  surprised  when  I  saw  him 
stand  up  before  the  judge.  'Can 
it  be  possible?'  I  thought;  for  in 
size  and  looks  he  was  the  exact 
prototype  of — whom  do  you  think?' 

"I  haven't  the  least  idea  in  the 
world,"  replied  his  wife. 

"Well,  if  I  had  not  heard  him 
speak,     I     could    have    sworn     the 


man  was  Mr.  Brailey." 

The  change  that  was  wrought 
in  Artemisia  was  instantaneous 
and  wonderful  to  behold. 

"Oh,  I  am  so  glad  it  was  not 
Mr.  Brailey,"  she  said  clapping 
her  pretty,  hands. 

"Why,  you  do  not  suppose  a 
man  worth  a  million  dollars  would 
be  around  trying  to  burglarize 
houses,  do  you?"  asked  her  aunt. 

"N-no;  but  Uncle  thought  it 
was  he,  until  he  heard  him  speak." 

"I  did  not  think  it  was  Brailey; 
I  only  thought  the  man  was 
Brailey 's   prototype,    his   double." 

"Oh,  I  see,"  and  Artemisia 
skipped  to  her  room,  while  her 
aunt  said.  "What  a  strange 
nature  Artemisia  possesses!  She 
is  like  April  weather;  all  sunshine, 
or  all  rain." 

The  next  evening,  Mr.  Brailey 
called  upon  the  special  invitation 
of  Artemisia,  which  she  had  writ- 
ten and  dispatched  by  special 
messenger  as  soon  as  she  had 
learned  of  her  case  of  mistaken 
identity;  but  she  never  told  how 
she  had  held  up  a  burglar,  or  why 
she  had  refused  to  see  her  lover, 
until  after  she  had  become  Mrs. 
Brailey. 

Books 

(Continued  from  page  42) 
man,     fairly     racing     through     his 
veins. 

GRAIN.  By  Robert  J.  C.  Stead. 
Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stew- 
art. $2.00. 
[  IFE  on  the  farm  "as  is"  and 
not  as  the  majority  conceive 
it,  is  conscientiously  presented  in 
this  story  of  a  farmer's  son.  Mr. 
Stead  is  a  Canadian,  his  story  is 
about  the  Canadian  West  and  it  is 
a  worthy  addition  to  Canadian 
literature.  The  monotony,  the 
solitude  and  the  hardships  of  the 
farm  boy's  environment  are  ruth- 
lessly pictured,  but  the  advantages 
are  painted  in  colors  which  more 
than  strike  a  balance  and  the 
reader  is  imbued  with  an  itch  to 
return  to  the  simple  life  where 
cows  and  trees  and  things  are  ex- 
cellent companions  (as  well  as  the 
pretty  milkmaid  on  the  next  farm). 
The  novel  is  an  achievement  of 
which  Mr.  Stead  could  be  justly 
proud,  for  besides  excellent  craft- 
manship  he  has  accomplished  a 
true  portrait  without  frills. 


C.G.E.  Radio  205      - 
C.G.E.  Radio  196      - 

$140.00 
150.00 

Radiola  25        -     -     - 

220.00 

Radiola  28        - 

330.00 

Loud-speaker  100 

39.50 

Other  Radiolas  f 
$25  up. 
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The  Most  Important 
Question  in  Buying  a  Radio 


WHEN  you  purchase  a  radio  you  are  invest- 
ing in  something  you  cannot  see.  True, 
you  can  see  and  inspect  the  case.  You  can 
count  the  number  of  tubes.  You  can  compute 
the  amount  of  wiring.  You  can  figure  the 
length  of  the  antenna.  You  can  count  the 
number  of  dials.  But  the  real  object  of  your 
purchase — radio  reception — you  cannot  see, 
you  cannot  feel,  in  fact,  you  cannot  even 
judge  by  hearing. 

For  good  reception  must  extend  over  a  period 
of  years.  It  must  conquer  the  most  adverse 
conditions    of    radio    weather.  1 1    must    be 

immune  to  minor  accidents.      It  must  stand  up 


under  day-to-day  wear  and  tear.  There  is 
only  one  sure  way  to  ascertain  the  quality  of 
the  set  you  buy.  and  that  is  by  the  reputation 
of  the  manufacturer. 

Radiola.  as  built  for  you  by  Canadian  Genera! 
Electric  Company,  gives  you  an  assurance  of 
long  and  satisfying  reception — an  assurance 
made  possible  by  the  combined  resources  and 
facilities  of  the  Canadian  General  Electric 
Company,  Canada's  oldest  and  largest  electri- 
cal concern,  and  the  Radio  Corporation  of 
America,  the.  foremost  radio  research  and 
manufacturing  organization  in  the  world. 


Radiola  28 


Made  in  Canada  by 


C.G.E. 

Radio  196 


C.G.E.  Radio  205 


CANADIAN 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC  £s 


HEAD  OFFICE        -        TORONTO 

Sales  Offices  in  All  Principal  Cities 


I  Lie/ 

Zippers  won  immediate  approval  because  they 
were  the  first  cold  weather  footwear  to  combine 
style,  neatness  and  comfort. 


Now  they  are  the  vogue! 

For  Zippers  are  the  very  epitome  of  footwear 
smartness,  yet  they  give  all  the  protection  one 
could  wish  for  in  cold,  snowy,  slushy  weather. 

No  wardrobe  is  quite  complete  without  Zippers 
— the  up-to-the-minute  cold  weather  footwear, 
made  by  Goodrich  after  55  years  of  leadership 
in  rubber. 


Zippers  come  in   half  sizes — at   your   favorite 
shoe  store. 


Look  for  the  Name 

There  is  only  one  genuine  Zipper.    It  is  equipped 

with  the  patented  Hookless  Fastener  that  will  not 

clog,  jam  or  rust  and  makes  Zippers  as  easy  to  put 

on  or  take  off  as  a  pair  of  slippers. 


Goodrich 


Canadian  Goodrich  Co.  Ltd. 


Kitchener,  Ont. 


